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THE GIAOIIE: 



A FRAGMENT OF A TURKISH TALE. 



'* One &tal remembrance— one Borrow that throws 
Its bleak shade alike o*er our joys and our woes — 
To which Life nothing darker nor brighter can bring, 
For which jcy hath no halm«HUid affliction no sting.'* — Moois. 



vobb m. 



TO 



SAMUEL BOGEBS, ESQ. 



18 A BLIGHT BUT MOST SIIICIBB TOKKV OF 



ADMlRAflOX FOB HIS OBHIUS, BB8PBCI fOB HIS OHABAOTKB, 



AMD OBATITUDB FOB HIS FBIXHDBHIP. 



(B^ ^Tolmctum is hucvb^ 



nr Hn obuobd ahd affcotionatb sEBTAn, 



BTRON. 



LoHiMMr, Mmif, ItlS. 



b2 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



The tale which these disjointed fragments present, is founded 
upon circumstances now less common in the East than formerly ; 
either because the ladies are more circumspect than in the " olden 
time/' or because the Christians have better fortune, or less enter- 
prise. Tlie story, when entire, contained the adventures of a female 
slave, who was thrown, in the Mussulman manner, into the sea for 
infidelity, and avenged by a young Venetian, her lover, at the time 
the Seven Islands were possessed by the Republic of Venice, and 
soon after the Amauts were beaten back from the Morea, which 
they had ravaged for some time subsequent to the Russian invasion. 
The desertion of the Mainotes, on being refused the plunder of 
Misitra, led to the abandonment of that enterprise, and to th« 
desolation of the Morea, during which the cruelty exercised on all 
sides was unparalleled even in the annals of the faitliful. 



INTRODUCTION TO THE GIAOUH. 



, 1811, Iiord BjTon eiprcaaeil hisprrfsrciti 



be tbea 



ADd, nriediklUullj, 



Ui lovo .nd ma. 






Vitb thi> Cf inioa of the mcritfl of the meaanre—vhich hs admits tlukt lie biirroired 
tnta Scott, asScotl, in hie (am, ooDr«iwd to hare derind it from the "Chrihtabel" 
of C<>ieriilg« — ^Lord Bjrroii nalonilly tested iti aompasa in his earlirat tale. The 
ftvgiDEiiUrjr fona of ths eampoaitiou «aa unvested bj the then nev "Colnmbiu" nf 
Bogen. Ai to the ecene, it vu not his recent trarela sIoqb that recommeDded it to 
Bjrno, for he had alwaji dwelt fondly upon Butern sabjects, of vhieb the mtiticE 
bamuHiiaed irith his imaeiDatiTe dreams. " Old Enolleg," he nii, at Miami imghi, 
"was one of the Giat hooka that gare oie pleaanre when a child ; and I hclieTe it hud 
nach inflqenc^ on mj ^tnre vishe^ to Twt the Lemnt^ and gare, perhnps, the 
Oriental colouring which ia oheotwd in my poetry." An incident which oiviinwl 
while the author wsa at Athena waa the foundation of the "Qiaonr." His Turkish 
arrrant tajnpered with a female flnve, and, on hii letam from hathing, Lord Byron 
met an escort who carried the girl, acwn up in a saak, to throw her into the sea. 
He aHerwanlB said, "that to describe the feelings nf the situation waa iiuposeible 
Knd thai to recollect them even, was icy." Bappilj the calaitnphe was not as tragical 
■■ in the Ule De threatened to ahont the leader of the band aalesa they tank back 
their Tictim (o the gnremor's houae, where, by a cnmbinatioa of mcoacei. entreatiea, 
tnd bribery, be ohtained her release. The Grat draught of the poeni was the work 
>if a week ; bat it then conaiiiled of only foar hundred lines, which, in the process of 
printing, and in future editiona, grew to fourteen hundred. When once the vein of 
■Cotitnent was opened, he found it hard to check the How. " I hnve," he wrote to 
Ur. Homy, during the progress of tba fifth edition, " bat with some diffieulty, not 
added any mon to this snake of a pomn, which baa been lengthening its ratUes srery 
nontli." It was pablished in Hay, ISIS, and was in the fifth edition by September. 
The seniation created by the "Pilgrimage" wna abundantly eiistnincd. The f<m- 
(■iriBDn between ancient and miMlera liirec™ — now wifttv pnlhetic, and now fiercely 
Indignant— tho terrible condicle nf a mind torn hy passion, revcngi:, ami remorse, 
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fSTMODCCnOlS TO THE 6I10C1L 



Ktfvtkwitk 

Ob the eopy Mat to Seott, Lsri 
PansHOi^ fro« one of kb 
BdhoftTM, ''BjrottkhatheMuk vherel 
kit juumI manline-g he kasteBed to 
"(Ude Harold," Ms star kadpafed befece t^ 
WkOe the Talcs of Seott kad kct the ^vriaeai cf 
kad Boi kept to the pitch of kis 
frviti of a saiias that ia 
of his baafes ; in the laiai'iaarc, 
repreMstatiaii of tf*niaiag paaaica 
oftheKorth. B«t by ao <»e w ht 
heart and hand Seott joiacdvithihc p«hfie to 
OB the head of his livaL LiiByica «■ iiiii af 
MO 





THE GIAOUR. 



No breath of air to break the wave 
That rolls below the Athenian's grnvc. 
That tomb' which, gleaming o'er the cliff, 
Tirst greets tlie home ward- veering skilT, 
High o'er the land he saved in vain ; 
"When shall sueh hero live again ? 



Fair clime! where every seusoii suiiIl-s 
Benignant o'er those blessed isles- 
Which, seen from far Colonna's heijJiil, 
Uake glad the heart that hails the sii;lit. 
And lend to lonchness dehglit. 
There mildly dimpling. Ocean's check 
Iteflects the tints of many a peak 
Caught by the laughing tides that lave 
These Edeiis of the eastern wave : 
And if at times a transient breeze 
Break the hlue crystal of the seas. 
Or sweep one blossom from the trees. 
How welcome is each gentle air 
That wakes and wafts the odours there !* 

I* A toiub above the rocks an the promontory, by Kme anppCBcd th« sepulchre it 

["Then thint !i^ brigM aiodtt ge ledc, 
Ifl'ltt dimpta upon Ottan'i ekeek, 

Thew Bdeiu of the eutcni mve. 



TBB QIAOUIL. 

Tor tliere the Rose, o'er crag or vale. 

Sultana of the Nightingale,' 
The maid for whom his melody. 
His thousand songs are heard on liigh. 

Blooms blushing to lier lover's talc : 

His queen, the garden queen, his Rose, 

Unbent by winds, uncliili'd by snows. 

Far from the winters of the west. 

By every breeze and season blest. 

Returns the sweets by nature given 

In softest incense back to heaven; 

And grateful yields that smiling sky 

Her fairest hue and fr^ant sigh. 

And many a summer flower is there. 

And many a shade that love might sliar^ 

And many a grotto, meant for rest. 

That holds the pirate for a guest ; 

Whose bark in sheltering cove below 

Lurks for the passing peuceful prow, 

Till the gay mariuer'a guitar' 

Is heard, and seen the evening alar; 

Then atealing witli the muilled oar. 

Far shaded by the roeky shore. 

Rush the night-prowlers on the prey. 

And turn to groans his roundelay. 

Strange — that where Nature loved to (race. 

As if for Gods, a dwelling place. 

And every charm and grace hath mix'd 

Within the paradise she fix'd, 

There man, enamour'd of distress, 

Should mar it into wilderness. 

Or if, ftt limei, tba tmuient bn«M 
Bmik UiB nuMjt erjital of tha iw*. 
Or trwri one bloMom from the tnei, 
How grattfiii it the (nittle >ir 
Thiit <ntre* knd mft* Ibe/hurninn there." — H8L 
ige, from Una 7 doim to line 167, " ^Vho hMnl it Gnt h 
)t in the first edlUon.] 
_ the nifEbtlnplU to tha IW ia n nll-knowD Fendu tMt. li 

I mUlakenot, the "Bnllnil of ■ thuiiMnd tala" ia one of fail arpelUtiuni. 

' The gnltftr ia tha omaUot tmaaFment of the Omk ■ilorb]' night; with a aU*^ 
fiilr viml, mil during a oalm, it i* aMnmpaiiied aliiaji hjr Ihe To{», and adfo OJ 



Tha vhola of thia pi 



THE aiAOUIL 

Aiul trample, brute-like, o'er each flower 

Tiiat tusks not one laborious hour; 

Nor claims the culture of his Imnd 

To bloom along the fairy land. 

But springs as to preclude his care, 

And sweetly woos him — but to sjiiire ! 

Strange — that where all is peace beside, 

Tliere passion riots in her pride. 

And lust and rapine wildly reign 

To darken o'er the fair domain. 

It is as though the fiends prevail'd 

Against the seraphs they assail'd, 

And, fix'il on heavenly thrones, should dwidl 

The freed inheritors of hell ; 

80 soft the scene, so form'd for joy. 

So curst the tyrants that destroy I 

He who hath bent him o'er the dead 
Ere the first day of death is fied. 
The first dark day of nothingness, 
The last of danger and distress, 
(Before Decay's effacing lingers 
Have swept the lines where beauty lingers,) 
And mark'd tlie mild angelic air, 
The rapture of repose that's there,' 
The Gx'd yet tender traits that streak 
The languor of the placid cheek. 
And — but for that sad shrouded eye. 
That fires not, wins not, weeps not, now. 
And but for that chill, changeless brow. 
Where cold Obstruction's apathy" 
Appals the gazing mourner's heart,' 
As if to him it could impart 



's there."— MS. 

MeoBDre fur UeoBurc, 
iDi-tality, 
b*Brt."— MS.] 



TUB GIAOUR. 

The doom he dreads, yet dwells upoii; 

Yes, but for these and fhese alone, 

Some momenta, ay, one treacheroua hour. 

He still might doubt the tyrant's power; 

So fair, so calm, so softly seal'd, 

The first, last look by death reveal'd !' 

Such is the aspect of this shore; 

"Tis Greece, but living Greece no more I 

So coldly sweet, bo deadly fair. 

We start, for soul is wanting there. 

Hers is the loveliness in death, 

lliat parts not quite with parting breath; 

But beauty with that fearful bloom, 

That hue which haunts it to the tomb. 

Expression's last receding ray, 

A gilded halo hovering round decay. 

The farewell beam of Feeling past away ! 
Spark of that flame, perchance of heavenly birth. 
Which gleams, but warms no more its cherish'd earth I* 



Clime of tlie unfo^tten brave I' 
^Vhose land from plain to mountain-cave 
Wns Freedom's home or Glory's grave ! 
Shrine of the mighty I can it be. 
That this is all remains of thee? 
Approach, thou craven crouching slave: 

Say, is not tliis Thermopjia; ? 



* I Unit lliit rm of nx rnden liivc cvnhiul in opportotiit} of w 
ii hen Utampttil in dn«ription ; lot those who bxvt will pnibBbl; retain k paiiifnl , 
irnmobfiucv of that lingular bcautj which pcmdro, with fvw cmptintm, (h« 
fratam of Ills drad, afcwhoun, and Init (cr ■ few honn, nflcr "tiwiplrilinnottbvn." 
It i« In hr mDirkc4 in «i*ca of Tiolut doth bj ^on-ihot woand), llie eiprmiun in 
•Iwaji that nf kngiior, whatcrsr tbcDDtnnl energy of this aiiBercr'i ehander ; lint in 
•liath fnna » (tali the counlanaDOe pnarra ita (iuIb of feeling or feiucltj, and tha 
niod it! Iiiu, tfl Ihr taut. 

* [There it Sofinile beaotjr and tfteet, thnngh of a i*infn1 mi almsct oppmnrfl 
ehanirtm-, in thin eitraordinar; inaage; in wbioh the aathor hu illuBtralsl thu 
Innliful, hut Mill and nelanrhol/ ai<i>Kt of the oon hany and gloriooi ahoren of 
liiTTi^ bj an image nuir* true, more monrofnl, and muro Biquiaiteljr Gniahed, than 
ant thai n ran remllert in the whole mni|MB aCjuietrj. — JirruiT,] 

I IPnuB bntcx t« liw mudnBiiin of the ]»ragra)ih. Die MS. ia wrltutn in a hurried 
and alnmt lllrfihla hand, a* itthnw *|)lcniliil linea liad been fiODrtd turth in on* ooa- 
tiuu-ini bunt nf poetic feeling, which woukl hardlji allow linM fur the [xn lo bllo« 



THE 3IAOT7R. 

These waters blue that round you hve, — 

Oh servile offspring of the free 
Pronounce what sea, what shore is this ? 
The gulf, the rock of Salamis ! 
These scenes, their story not unknown. 
Arise, and make again your ohtj ; 
Snatch from tile ashes of your sirea 
The embers of their former (ires ; 
And he who in the strife expires 
Will add to theirs a name of fear 
That Tyranny shall quake to hear, 
And leave his sons a hope, a fame, 
They too will rather die than shame ;' 
For Freedom's battle once begun, 
Bequcath'd by bleeding Sire to Sod, 
Though baffled oft is ever won. 
Bear witness, Greece, thy living page I 
Attest it many a deathless age ! 
"While kings, in dusty darkness hid. 
Have left a nameless pyramid. 
Thy heroes, though the general doom 
Hath swept the column from their lumb, 
A mightier monument command. 
The mountains of their native land ! 
There points thy Muse to stranger's eye 
The graves of those that cannot die I 
Twere long to tell, and sad to trace. 
Each step from splendour to disgrace; 
Enough — no foreign foe coutd quell 
Thy soul, till from itself it fell ; 
Yea 1 Self-abasement paved the way 
To villain-bonds and despot sway. 

What can he tell who treads thy shore ? 

No legend of tliiue olden time. 
No theme on which the Muse might soar 
High as thine own in days of yore. 



And hfl who Ib Lh. 




Will iidd a Dime ■ 




WaU »orthj of hiB 


DDblo Bt*m."— MS, 1 



THE Gunna. 

Wlieii man was wortliy of tlij clime. 
The hearts within tliy valiejs bred, 
The fiery souls tliat might have led 

Thy sons to deeds sublime, 
Now crawl from cradle to the grave. 
Slaves — nay, the bondsmen of a slave,' 

And callous, save to crime; 
Stain'd with each evil tliat pollutes 
Mankind, where least above the brutes; 
Without even savage virtue blest. 
Without one free or valiant breast. 
Still to the neighbouring ports they wafl 
Proverbial wiles, and ancient cralt ; 
In this the subtle Greek is found, 
For this, and tliis alone, renowu'd. 
In vain might Liberty ijivoke 
The spirit to its bondage broke. 
Or raise the neck that courta the yoke: 
No more her sorrows I bewail. 
Yet this will be a mournful tale. 
And they who listen may believe, 
Who beard it first had cause to grieve. 



Far, dark, along the blue sea glancing, 
The shadows of the rocks advancing 
Start on the fisher's eye like boat 
Of island-pirate or Mainotc ; 
And fearful for liis light caiique, 
lie shuns the near but doubtful creek ; 
Though worn and weary with liis toil. 
And cumber'd with bis stnly spnil. 
Slowly, yet strongly, plies the o^r. 
Till I'ort Leone's safer shore 
Beceives him by the lovely light 
That best becomes an Eastern night. 

Athmi It At pnpatj of the Kiilkr Ags (Iho ilm of ths Hnglio ud gnariliiB 

If apincii), »ii« ■ppdnta Iha Wn.iwalr, A inndcr nnd (^niieh — tb«»» kn Bui 
«, I'd IrM aiiinllMiDU — now yovinit Ibi ^orfrnor of Albiiu I 



THE aUODR. 

Who thundering comes on bliickest steeJ,' 
With slacken'd bit and hoof of speed ? 
Beneath the clattering iron's sound 
The cavern'd echoes wake aroinid 
In laah for lash, and bound for bound ; 
The foam that streaks the courser's siile 
Seems gather'd from the ocean-tide : 
Though weary waves are sunk to rest, 
There's none within his rider's breast; 
And though to-morrow's tempest lower, 
Tis calmer than thy heartj joung Giaour !' 
I know thee not, I loathe thy race. 
But in thy hneaments I trace 
What time shall strengthen, not efface : 
Though young and pale, that sallow front 
Is Bcathed by fiery passion's brunt; 
Though bent on earth thine evil eye. 
As meteor-like thou glidest by. 
Right well I view and deem thee one 
"Whom Othman's sons should slay or siiun. 

On — on he hasten'd, and he drew 

My gaze of wonder as he fiew ; 

Though like a demon of the night 

He pass'd, and vanish'd from my sight, 

His asgiect and his air impress'd 

A troubled memory on my breast, 
r And long upon my startled ear 
I Bung hia dark courser's hoofs of fear. 
{ Be spurs his steed; he nears the steep, 
I That, jutting, shadows o'er the deep; 
I He winds around ; he iiurriea by , 

The rock relieves him from mine eye; 

{Tbe ndter ot the Uli) U H Turkish GahBrmui, vha bu been emplnyed during 
Uw day in Ihe goir of Mf^na, ftud in the evening, ftpprehenuTe of the MaJDuts pint«a 
who inleil tlie congt of Attia, luide with tus host od the k&rbonr of PuFt Leone, the 
uieient Piiaiu. He becomei the sye-vilmess of nearly all the inoidenti in the rtoiy, 
uDtl in one of tbem is a principal agent. It Is to bis fmliDgB, and puiionUrly to liia 
leligioiu preJDdicei. that we are indebteil for aame of the moat forable and spkudid 
lartBofthepoem.— OiKiitOB Blub.] 

* [In Dr. Clnrke'B Trayeli, thb word, which means lafidd, is alira]™ written 
ftruinling lu it» Rnglisb pronunciation, Dymr. Lord liyron adoiilcd the Ilaliu 
"■ ' -long the Fnlnki of tht Levant-J 




14 THE SlAC'TTL 

Ana no; l -itr Ltit sLines lo-:' bnrlii 
Chi niri: wLd ukes 5ncii rimtiea* fiiriit. 
He vomid tioirm : biii e^ if tubs' d 
One glanpe he ssBXcL'i. a* if his las:- 
A mofmeni check" d lis vb«iiiiifi: s;<*d. 
A momeni breaaihed him fr."*iL hi* spwi 
A momfiin en hi< s^irnip 5^d:»3 — 
Whj Icioi* he o'tr the o::ve vcko t 

The Mossne's Liir'i kiLUs ire a-izreriiic sdH 
TiDT:;rh to:» rKDo:e for s:»-jrji to vike 
11 eciiws o: ibr fa- :oT'hicie/ 
Tltt lushes :-f «ici v-'Totis i^-iJ 
Are ««En lo T»rc«Te ibe Mci&itEi's waL 
T:-iizt.T, 5*e^ EhEzsa:^^"* sun ; 
To-:iri:, ibe Biirszn feis^'s beenn ; 
To-iiiin.:— t.'JT vh:- £r:d whsi sn ihan 
Of f i-re-izn pirt- iiid fearful brow ? 
Aid "rhk: iTr Tit:* TO iiiiie or lioe, 
Tlu ii:c SI :£:-«: e'hber pas* or flee? 



He *.:o:o — sc-ne iread vitf on his 
S:t: n Htrrei s^tijei in ii* pilaoe : 
1: r»e n:*: "r::i •he refderin;: flush 
• »f tTorisi'tL; Xz.ztr's lastt tilnsh. 
E-: p*lr ts r-trble e'er :be K-mb, 
^^ bctsc riisili wbiur.i-so^ iids i:s cl«>m- 

lie n^.tr-l ":.:? irr. -t.^. r.-rcie^ raised, 

-•- - ».....^ . ..—... . ».», 

^- • 

— ►'- .- ... . ...*■ . .^.. . .• . jk» «,. 

■ ■ - . . , , 



« W 



; 7;--! ^LT^ i ■: «-» .-^t v • .. -a:-. 



THE QIAOOE. 

That »ouii(l had burst his waking dFenin, 
As Slumber starts at onlef s screnrti. 
The spur hath loiiced his courser's sides ; 
Away, away, for life he rides : 
Swift as the hurl'd on high jerreed ' 
Springs to the touch his startled slccd ; 
Tlie rock is doubled, and the shore 
Shakes with the cluttering tramp do mure j 
The crag is wou, no more is seen 
His Christian crest and haughty mien, 
'Twas but an instant he restraiii'd 
That fiery barb so sternly rein'd ; ' 
'Twos but a moment that he stood. 
Then sped as if by death pursued; 
But ill that instant o'er his soul 
Winters of Memory seem'd to roll. 
And gather in that drop of time 
A life of pain, an age of crime. 
O'er him who loves, or hates, or fears. 
Such moment pours the grief of years : 
What felt he then, at once opprest 
By all that most distracts the breast ? 
That pause, which ponder'd o'er his late. 
Oh, who its dreary length shall date ! 
Though in Time's record nearly nought. 
It was Eternity to Thought ! 
Fur infinite as boundless space 
The thought that Conscience must embrace. 
Which in itself can comprehend 
Woe without name, or hope, or end. 

The hour is past, the Giaour is gone ; 
And did he fly or fall alone P ' 

' JamA, or Djerrid, A bliut«d Tarkiih JsTelin, which is daiUd from borHlai 
vith (treat fijree ud prHHsioii. It ii > hroarile eiorciw of the Husanlmana ; hut 
kDOw Dot if it on be csQcd k manJy one, unce the most expert in the iirt arc ll 
Bbck Bnsuchi of Conilaiitiaople, I thick, neit to these, ■ Muubuk M Smjnik 9 

tikilful that euae vithin mj ol>eiT*tioiL 
["Twu but in inatent, tlieugh so long 
Wben thui dilated in m; aong."— MS.) 
["Bnt neilter flrf nor fell sl™e."-MS.I 



THE OlAOCm. 

Woe to that liour he came or went ! 

The curse for Hassan's siu was sejit 

Tu turu a palace to a tomb ; 

lie CEiiRe, he went, like the simoomj' 

Thnt linrbiiiger of fate arid gloom. 

Beneath whose widely- wasting breath 

The very cypress droops to death — 

Dark tree, still sad wlien others' grief is Hed, 

The only constant mourner o'er the deail 1 



The steed is vauiah'd from the stall ; 
No serf is seen in Hassan's hall ; 
Tile lonely spider's thin gray pall 
Waves slowly widening o'er the wall ; ' 
The bat builds in his haram bower. 
And in the fortress of his power 
The owl usurps the beacon-tower ; 
The wild-dog howls o'er the fonntain's brim, 
With baffled thirst, and famine, grim ; ' 
For the stream has shrunk from its marble hei. 
Where the weeds and tl)e desolate dust are spread. 
'Twas sweet of yore to see it play 
And chase the sultriness of day, 
As springing high the silver dew 
In whirls fontastically Hew, 
And Bung Insurious coolness round 
The air, and verdure o'er the ground. 
'Twos sweet, when cloudless stars were bright. 
To view the wave of watery light. 
And hear its melody by night. 

' Tba blut of tilt deiert, Istkl to eretything linage ud olt«i lUnded to in Euleni 
powlry. 

[Whan Uw wind Uam orcrttia bnnung dcwrt it gela bnUd in iU |iuiagc, w>il 
MLma ■itfa It alaa tha fiiMt pwticls* of wud. The aii |iwli» the tlinat nod ikin, 
ao J, if the bee it ODcatetod, the auid blinds ud chokes. Bnt thoogh lie BJmoom it 
lAeii debiUtKtiog, ud accuUituUl; fatal, madeni tniellera attoil tlial its cHceU luTg 
henB gntui J «iR|gent«l. ] 



!■ tanfiu Ic drink."— MS. 



And oft had Haasaii's Childhuoil play'd 

Aroand l.lie verge of that cascade ; 

And oft upon his motlier's breast 

That sound had harinouized his rest ; 

Aiid oft liad Hassau'a Youth along 

Its bauk been soothed bj Beauty's song ; 

And softer seetii'd each melting tone 

Of Music mingled with its own. 

But ne'er shall Hassan's Age repose 

Along the brink at twilight's close : 

The stream that fill'd that font is iled— 

The blood that warni'd his heart is shed I' 

And here no more shall human voice 

Be heard to rage, regret, rejoice. 

The last sad note that swell'd the gale 

Was woman's wildest funeral wail : 

I%at queiich'd in silence, all is still. 

But the Inttice that flaps when the wind is shnllt 

Though raves the gust, and floods the rain. 

Mo hand shuU close its olasp again. 

On desert sands 'twere joy to scan 

The rudest steps of fellow man. 

So here the very voice of Grief 

Might wake an Kcho like relief — 

At least 'twould say, " All are not gone; 

There lingers Life, though but in one" — 

For many a gilded chamber's there, 

"Which Solitude might well forbear ; " 

"Within tfiat dome as yet Decay 

Hath slowly work'd her cankering way — 

But gloom is gather'd o'er the gate. 

Nor there the Fakir's self will wait ; 

> [" Far Chint; fox uid jackal gaunt 

May Taial; for ita witen [ODt." — MS.] 
* (" I bare joat lecollected an alteratjon ;na may make in the proof. Among th« 
Una on Haaaaii'i Serai, ia tbin— ' tTomest for wlitnde to ahare.' Now, to aWt 
impUe* nioie than one, and Solitade a a alngle gentleman : it must be thua — 
' Par numy a gilded oluunber'i there, 
Which Solitude might well forbear ;' 
•Dd n on. Will yoa adopt thii correction t uid pray aocept ■ Bljllon rheoK from iii« 
jaai tmable."— B. Itfen, Stilton, Oct. 3, 181S.] 



^tirjoBit 



THE (iUODR. 

Nor there will wandering Dervise sby. 

For bounly clieera not his delay ; 

Nor there will weary striiuger halt 

To bless tiie sHcred " bread and salt." ' 

Alike must Wealth and Poverty 

Pass heedless and unheeded by. 

For Courtesy and Pity died 

With Hassan on the mounluin side. 

His roof, that refuge uiilo men. 

Is Deso la lion's hungry den. 
The guest flies the ball, and the vassal from laboar, 
Since liis turban was cleft by the infidel's Rabre t * 



I hear the sound of coming feet, 
But not a voice mine ear to greet ; 
More near — each turban I can scao. 
And silver-she.athed ataghan ; * 
The foremost of the baud is seen 
An Emir by his garb of green ; ' 
" Ho ! who art thou ? " — " This low salam " 
Replies of Moslem failh I am. 
The burthen ye so gently bear. 
Seems one that claims your utmost care, 
And, doubtless, holds some precious freight. 
My humble hark would gladly wait," 

" Thou apeakest eooth : thy skiff unmoor. 
And waft us from the silent shore; 

' ToivtekeorriHid, tobmk bread uiil ult with joar hoit, gnsares thette^ttM 
Uw gocft : nen thuogh ui enemy, fail perwin fn>m Ihut muiDent La mend. ■ 

* 1 nfled huillj ubw-n, that Cbuitj kDd Hoapitalit; tn tha lint dotiei eigahMA | 
if MuhaBMt ; ud U> Mj tnith, TS17 graenllf pnkelued bj Iiia diacipln. The Gnt 
fnln tbkt aa be Inatowed on k ebiet, ii > ftatgjrie on hii bonut; ; tha nail, on hi* 

* TIm *U(h»a, % Icon da^ivr mtm vitb piitoli io tba Mt, in rt tncUl Msbbud, 
fMcnllj of illTcr ; aod. usDDf; tb* vatlttiiar. fplt, or of guld. 

* OncD \t the iiriTile^ (ulour of Ilia propha^a nuninnu prctandod dneondanU ; 
with Ibcm. M hen. bith |Ihe Jkinilj ioboriluinj ia lopiioaad to luperaad* tht 
Doeaauty of good vorka ; thej uo tha wunt of a torj indifforcnt brood. 

* ■- Uam alfikonai 1 alnkoniii laluii I " pewa ba wJUi joa ; he with Joa pot»— 
Um BlototioD navrrad for tha (kithfnl : — to a ChtwtiM, " Crluala," ■ good joDinaj' : 
•c "mImi hlwa aa . Hbu leral*;" nod morn, good «nai ; ud loBiatuDc^ "amj 
joar Nd U happj ; " an tha nraal idntM. 



THE GIAOUR. 

Nay, leave the sail still furi'd, and ply 
The nearest oar that's scatter'd by. 
And midway to those rocks wiiere sleep 
The channell'd waters dark and deep. 
Rest from your task — so — bravely done. 
Oar course has been right swiftly run ; 
Tet 'tis the longest voyage, I trow, 
That one of— • . • # 



Sullen it plunged, and slowly sank, 
The calm wave rippled to the bank ; 
I vatch'd it as it sank, methought 
Some motipii from the current caught 
Bestirr'd it more, — 'twas but the beam 
That checkered o'er the living stream : 
I gazed, till vanishijig from view, 
Like lessening pebble it withdrew ; 
Still less and less, a speck of white 
That gemm'd the tide, then mock'd the sight; 
And all its hidden secrets sleep, 
Known but to Genii of tlie deep. 
Which, trembling in their coral caves. 
They dare not whisper to the waves. 



As rising on its purple wing 
The insect-queen * of eastern spring. 
O'er emerald meadows of Kashmeer 
Invites the young pursuer near, 
[ And leads him on from flower to flower 
[ A weary chase and wasted hour, 
I THien leaves him, as it soars on high, 
I "With panting heart and tearful eye : 
\ So Beauty lures the full-grown child. 
With hue as bright, and wing as wild: 
A chase of idle hopes and fears. 
Begun in folly, closed in tears. 



V* The blDe*wiDg«d batterfl; of Euhm«er, Ihf a 



n and benutifnl afths ipedM. 



THK GIAOUR. 

If won, to equal ills betray'd,' 
Woe waits the insect and the maid ; 
A life of pain, the loss of peace, 
iVom infant's plnjr, and man's ca^ice : 
The lovely toy so fiercely sought 
Hath lost its charm by being caught, 
For every touch that woo'd its stay 
Hath bruah'd its brightest hues away. 
Till chann, mid )iue, and beauty goue, 
'Tis left to fly or fall alone. 
With wounded wing, or bleeding breast, 
Ah I where shall either victim rest ? 
Can tliia with faded pinion soar 
From rose to tulip as before ? 
Or Beauty, blighted in an hour. 
Find joy within her broken bower ? 
No -. gayer insects fluttering by 
Ne'er droop the wing o'er those that di^ 
And lovelier things have mercy shown 
To every failing but their own, 
And every woe a tear can claim 
Except an erring sister's shame, 



The Mind, that broods o'er guilty woes, 

Is like the Scorpion girt by fire ; 
In circle narrovring as it glows,' 
The flames around their captive close, 
Till inly search 'd by thousand throes. 

And maddening in her ire, 
One sad and sole relief she knows. 
The sting she nourish'd for her foes, 
Whose venom never yet was vain. 
Gives but one pang, and cures alt pain. 
And darts into her dcKpcrute brain : 
So do the dark in soul expire. 
Or live like Scorpion girt by fire j * 

* ("If wncbt, lo fcU«lrkf hctr.j*it."— M8.] 

* ["Th« gktiwriiif dune* »niiliicl hn ilw*." — MS 

* AUadini to tba iatmat aDiniJ* of tlic tmrpion, to )>Iu«J 



THE aiAOCTR. 



So writhes the mirid Rejuorse liatli riven/ 
Unfit for eartli, midoom'd for heaven. 
Darkness above, despair beneath. 
Around it flame, within it death I 



Black Hassan from tlie Haram iiies. 
Nor bends on woman's form his eyes ; 
The unwonted chase each hour employs, 
Yet shai'es he not the hunter's joys. 
Not thus was Hassan wont to fly 
When Leila dwelt in his Serai. 
Doth Leila there no longer dwell ? 
That tale can only Hassan teU : 
Strange rumours in our city say 
Upon that eve she fled away 
When Bhamazan's' last sun was set. 
And flashing from each miniiret 
Millions of lamps proclaim'd the feast 
Of Bairam througii the boundless East. 
'Twas then she went as to the bath. 
Which Hassan vainly search'd in wrath ; 
For she was flown her master's mge 
In likeness of a Georgian page. 
And far beyond the Moslem's power 
Had wrong'd him with the faithless Giaour. 
Somewhat of this had Hassan deem'd; 
But still so fond, so fair she seem'd. 
Too well he trusted to the slave 
Whose treachery desen-ed a grave ; 
And on that eve had gone to mosque, 
And thence to feast in his kiosk. 

genUe philoaoplien. Sam* nuintain that tfae {watinn of tbe rtlng, vhcn tnmed 
towtrdi the heitd, ii merelj & ooiivulaive moremenl ; bnt others hme srtiuJIj brought 
in the verdict "Peio dc nc." Tlio ■oorpionB ore ■nrelj interested in it ipeedj ded- 
■ion of the qiKBtian ; u, if onoe fiiirlj egtsbliahed us insect Catos. thej will probably 
be ftlloweJ to lire u loog u the; think proper, vithout being martyred far the akt 
"< aa hjpnlh™*. 
FLord Bjroa uaured Mr, Dallu that the simile of the MorploD wu Imagined in hi* 

' ["So wtithM the mind b<r Coniirieiioe litan." — MS.] 

* The cannon it (onaot close the Bhamncan. 



TBB GIAOOR. 

Such is the tale his N^ubians tell, 
Who did Qot watch their cliorge too well ; 
But others say, that on that night. 
By pale Phingari's * trembling light. 
The GisDur upon his jet-black steed 
Was seen, but seen alone to speed 
"With bloody spur along the shore, 
Nor maid uor page behind him bore. 



Her eye's dark charm 'twere vain to t^ 
But gaze on that of the Gazelle, 
It will assist thy fancy well; 
As large, as languishingly dark, 
But Soul beam'd forth in every spark 
That darted from beneath the lid. 
Bright as the jewel of Giamschid.' 
Yea, Soul, and should our prophet say 
That form was nought but breathing clay, 
By Alia I I would ansirer nay; 
Though ow Al-Sirat's ' arch I stood. 
Which totters o'er the fiery flood, 
With Paradise within my view. 
And all his Hooria ' beckoning through. 
Oh I who young Leila's glance could read 
And keep that portion of his creed 

* Fbingui, th» ninnD. 

' Tbc eelslinled tafaolooa niby of Sultan GiumKhid, the cmlK'Uiibcr ef Ii 
bomiU aplendoaT, oaincd flcbebgerag, "the torch of Digbt ; " alao " ths cap of ■■ 
■UD." fto. In tho fijn cdilJoD, "Qwnuehid" waswritlen u * vonl ofthrM ijmblMJ^ 
«o D'HtrMot bu it ; but I *in told Bicb»rdion rednwa it tn • dinylUble, md 
"Jmmihid." I b>Te left in lin text th* ortfaognpbf of Uie oiw with the pi 
dation of the other, 

III wu to Mojn tlut he ovfd the eorTecUon.l 

' Al 9iist, the bridge of bruth, nuTover thui the thmd of > funiihod ipider, m , 
(huper ihuithe od^eof > eword, am iihl«h the Miuislni>ni mugt utoff into Puadii^^ 
lo «UFb it ii Ibe onl; eotmiM ; bat tbuii not the »i>nt. the riierbcoeatb being hA 
Hnlt into irhich,aa miy be eiprcted, the umIi ilfnl ind tender offuoteDntntitotninbla 
*ith ■ " fuilii deacflDiDi Aterni," Dotve;? plrHJng in prmpeet to llin iii il luiMiifn 
Then il > ahorter out doimii'iirdji for the Jeim incl (Jbristlniti. 

' [The Tirgiiii of PindiM, colled, frcm their lirge blftck ijtn, JIttr al fyiin. An 
iatetttnirw *ith theBO. •OEordiui to the inttitutioD of Hkhoniet, ■• to oonatilDte tb* 
principtl fklioitjr of the billifnj. Not farmed of fIij like muttal women, thaj ai* 
•doTBed »ith Dnbdiof cbam«, mi poam the priTJIrge of u Hennl jovtb.] 



THK aiAOUtt. 

Which saith tiiat woman is but dust, 

A soulless toy for tyrant's liist?' 

On her might Muftis giae, and own 

That through lier eje tite Immortal shone ; 

On her fair cheek's unfading hue 

Tlie joung pomegranate's ' blossoms strew 

Their bloom in blushes ever new ; 

Her hair in hyacinthine* flow. 

When left to roll its folds below. 

As midst her handmaids in the hall 

She stood superior to them all. 

Hath swept the marble where her feet 

Gleam'd wliiter than the mountain sleet 

Ere from the cloud that gave it birth 

It fell, and caaght one stain of earth. 

Tlie cygnet nobly walks the water ; 

Bo moved on earth Circassia's daughter, 

The loveliest bird of Frauguestau !' 

As rears her crest the ruffled Swan, 

And spurns the wave with wings of pride. 
When pass the steps of stranger man 

Along the banks that bound her tide; 
Thns rose fair Leihi's wliiter neck : — 
Thus arm'd with beauty would she check 
Intrusion's glance, till Folly's gaze 
Shrunk from tlie charms it meant to praise. 
Thus high and graceful whs her gait; 
Her heart as tender to her mut« ; 
Her mate — stem Hassan, who was heP 
Alas 1 that name was not for thee t 



Stern Hassan hath a Joumej tft'en 
With twenty vassals in his train. 



< A nigac error : tha Eonui allot! it leut ft thbd of Fuwlin to well-beluiT«d 
men ; but bj fiu' tbe greater DODiber (if MoBsnlmuii interpret tlie text tlieir ova 
eiclade their moieUeti from benTen. Being eneiniei to Platanici, tbej anaot 
Mera " uij filnesa oC tMags " in tbe sonbi of the other to, ooncieiTing them to ba 
Mneded t^ the Hooris. 

■ An orieotal umile, vbicfa mftj, peTh>p>, thongh birlj ikilen, be deemed "plat 
nbe qu'ea Anbie." 

• HjPMinO.ine, in Aralne "Snabii] ;" u coniiD"n > tbnught in the eMlera poeW la 
UuDg the Greelu. ' "FtsngucBlan," Cinaania. 



THK UIAOViL 

Each arin'd, as best becomes a man. 

With arquebtiss and ataghan; 

The chief before, as deck'd for war. 

Bears in his belt the scimitar 

Stain'd with the best of Amaut blood, 

"When in the pass the rebels stood. 

And few return'd to tell the tale 

Of what befell in Parne'a vale. 

Tile pistols which his girdle bore 

Were those that once a pasha wore. 

Which still, though gemm'd and bos^i'd with gold. 

Even robbers tremble to b<:hold. 

Tis said lie goes to woo a bride 

More true than ber who left his aide ; 

The faithless slave that broke her bower. 

And, worse than faithless, for a Giaour i 



The sun's last rajs are on the hill. 
And sparkle in the fountain rill, 
Whose welcome waters, cool and clear. 
Draw blessings from the mountaineer; 
Here may the loitering merchant Greek 
Find that repose 'twere vain to seek 
In cities lodged too near his lord, 
And trembling for his secret board — 
Here may he rest where none can see. 
In crowds a slave, in deserts free; 
And with forbidden wine may stain 
The bowl a Moslem must not drain. 



The foremost Tartar's in the gap 
Conspicuous by bis jellow cap ; 
The rest in lengthening line the while 
Wbd slowly through the long uefile i 
Above, the mountain rears a peak. 
Where valtuies whet the thirsty beak. 
And thein may be a feast to-night. 
Shall tempt them down ere morroit's light ; 



THE GIAOUR. 

Beneatli, a river's wintry stream 
Has sliruiik before tiie summer beam. 
And Ipft a clianiiel bleak aud bare, 
Save shrubs that spring to periah there : 
Each side the miilway path there lay 
Small broken crags of p;raiiite gray, 
By time, or mountain lightning, riven 
From summits clad in mists of heaven; 
For where is he that hath beheld 
The peak of Liakura uiiveil'd ? 



They reach the grove of pine at last ; 
"Bismillah !' now the peril's past; 
For yonder view the opening plain. 
And there we'll prick our steeds amain :" 
The Cliiaus spake, and as he said, 
A bullet whistled o'er liia head; 
The foremost Tartar bites the ground ! 

Scarce had they time to check the rein. 
Swift from their steeds the riders bound; 

But three shall never mount again : 
Unseen the foea that gave the wound. 

The dying ask revenge in vain. 
With steel unsheath'd, and carbine bent. 
Some o'er their courser's harness leant. 

Half siielter'd by the steed ; 
Some fly beneath the nearest rock, 
And there await the coming shock. 

Nor tamely stand to bleed 
Beneath the shaft of foea unseen, 
Who dare not quit their craggy screen. 
Stern Hassan only from his horse 
Disdains to light, and keeps his course. 
Till fiery flashes in the van 
Proclaim too sure the robber-clan 
Have well secured the only way 
Could now avail the promised prey ; 



10 ohnpten of tbs Korui bat 



TUB GIAOCB. 

Then curl'd his very beard' witli ire. 
And glared bis eje with fierwr fire ; 
"Though far and near the bullets hiss, 
I've scaped a bloodier hour than this." 
And now the foe their covert quit. 
And call his vassals to submit j 
But Hassan's frowu and furious word 
Are dreaded more than hostile sword, 
Nor of his little band a man 
Besign'd carbine or ataghan. 
Nor raised the craven cry, Amaunl' 
In fuller sight, more near and near, 
The lately ambush'd foes appear. 
And, issuing from the grove, advance 
Some who on bottle-charger prance. 
Who leads them on with foreign brand 
Far flashing in his red right hand ? 
" "Tis he I 'tis he ! I know him now ; 
I know him by his pallid brow ; 
I know him by the evil eye' 
Hiat aids his envious treachery , 
I know him by his jeUblnck barb ; 
Though now array'd in Amaut giirb, 
Apostate from his own vile faith. 
It shall not save him from the death : 
Tis be I well met in any hour. 
Lost Leila's love, accursed Giaour t" 



A« rolls the river into ocean. 
In sable torrent wildly streaming; 

Aa the sea-tide's oppoaing motion. 
In azure colaroo proudly gleaming, 

' A lAaummDn sot mioommati wjlh ui Kigrj Uaaiiliiiui. In ISOf, the CstBMa 
Ailt vhiiken H > diplomatlo uidiMia wan no Itaa liTely urith indisontioD thao • 
amtt, to tin bomr aliSl (ha dnpjnuui* ; tha partenlcnw miutaabioatwul"!, Uirj 
cd mot <rf thdr OWH aoooid. ud vtnespMMil nmj numiitta dung* xbeir mln'ir, 
il at lut sondnMBdml to nbaide, whidi, jvcfaahly, M>ad man heiii (bu ilu7 
■ 'hU™. 

DUan," quarter, pudoD. 

"vril e7B,"kgooiBiia«ip«ntHiaiiii A* Ii«T*tit, and of whidi tin UuK^ioary 
n Jtt rei? iiii|alar oo IliOM «bo coDONtt ttanwlTw aileotod. 
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Tim QIAODR. 

Beats back the current mnny a rood, 
lu curling foam aud rninglttig flood, 
"While eddving whirl, and breaking wave, 
Kouaed by tlie blast of winter, rave ; 
Through sparkling spray, in thundering clash, 
The lightnings of the waters flash 
In awful whiteness o'er tlie shore, 
That shines and shakes beneatli the roar; 
Thus- — as tlie stream and ocean greet, 
With waves that madden as they rneel — 
Tiius join the bands, whom mutuiil wrong. 
And fate, and fury, drive along. 
The bickering sabres' siiivering jar ; 
And pealing wide or ringing near 
Its echoes on the throbbing ear, 
The deatlishot hissing from afar; 
The shock, the shout, the groan of war, 
Keverberate along that vatc. 
More suited to tlie shepherd's tale ; 
Though few the numbers — theirs the strife. 
That neither spares nor speaks for hfe!* 
Ah! fondly youthful hearts can press. 
To seize and share the dear caress ; 
But Love itself could never pant 
For all that Beauty sighs to grant 
With half the fervour Hale bestows 
Upon the last embrace of foes, 
When grappling in the fight they fold 
Those anns that ne'er shall lose their hold : 
Friends meet to part ; Love lauglis at faith , 
True foes, once met, are join'd till death 1 



With sabre shiver'd to the liilt. 
Yet dripping with the blood he spilt; 
Yet atrain'd within the sever'd hand 
Which quivers round that faithless brand; 
His tnrban far behind him roU'd, 
And cleft in twain its firmest fold ; 



• ("Thstntither gi 



—MS.] 



THE aiAOtrlt. 

His flowing rohe by falchion torn. 

And crimson as those clouds of morn 

That, Btreak'd with dusky red, portend 

The day shall have & stormy end ; 

A stain on every busli that bore 

A fragment of his palampore i' 

His breast with womids unuumber'd riven, 

Hia back to earth, hia face to iieaven, 

J'aH'n Hassan lies — his unclosed eye 

Yet lowering on his enemy. 

As if the hour that seal'd his fate 

Surviving left liis quenchless hate ; 

And o'er him bends that foe with brow 

As dark as his that bled below. — 



"Yes, Leila sleeps beneath the wave. 
But hia shall be n redder grave ; 
Her spirit pointed well the Bt«el 
Wliich taught that felon heart to feel. 
He cali'd the Prophel, but his power 
Was vain against the vengeful Giaour : 
He cali'd on Alia, but the word 
Arose unheeded or unheard. 
Thou Paynirn fool ! could Leila's prayer 
Be pass'd, and tliine accorded ther<.- ? 
I watch'd my time, I leagued with these, 
The traitor in his turn to seize ; 
My wrath ia wreak'd, the deed is done, 
And now I go — but go alone." 



The browsing camels' bells are tinUing ; 

His mother look'd from her lattice high — ' 

* Tb< flannd ihtirli giitiamllT warn hj pemmii of ra 
' |"Tbe mothsr of Busn looksl out it > irlodov, i 

Wb; li hu oUriot u long i» Domint I wfaj Uit; Ui 

eh. T. t«. 38.] 



She saw the dews of eve besprinkling 
The pasture green heneath her eje. 

She saw the planets faintly twinkling : 
"'Tis twilight — sure his train is nigh."' 
She could not rest in the garden- bower. 
But gazed through the grate of his steepest tower. 
" Why comes he notP his steeds are fleet. 
Nor shrink they from the summer heat ; 
Why sends not the Bridegroom his promised giftp 
Is his heart more cold, or his barb less awift P 
Oh, false reproach I yon Tartar now 
Has gain'd our nearest mountain's brow. 
And warily the steep descends. 
And now within the valley bends ; 
And he bears the gift at his saddle bow- 
flow could t deem his courser slow? 
Right well my largess shall repay 
His welcome speed, and weary way." 

The Tartar lighted at the gate. 

But scarce upheld his fainting weight ;' 

His swarthy visage spake distress. 

But this might be from weariness ; 

His garb with sanguine spots was dyed. 

But these might be from his courser's side ; 

^ [Tbii bttutifnJ pftssige of tbirtj-ronrlineB, which Gmt sppeandin the fifth editiai 
~ id tkuB In lite origiuBl dnaght — 

" Hia mother Inok'd Troin the lattice high, 

With ihmhhing hmrt and eager eje ; 
The browBing eamel b«ll> are tiokling, 
Aod the last beam of tnilleht twinklioK : 

'Tia ere ; hia tniia ahouliJ now t« nigh, 
She oinld not reat in her gudeu bowFt, 
And gaied throngh the liwp of her atMpest tower. 
■ Whj cornea he not t his ateeds are fleet, 
AdiI veil are the; tmin'd to the aommer'a heaL' " 

LBOthei copy began — 

" The browaioE camel bells are [ialtling. 

Anil the Grst be,iin '.f evening twinkling ; 

Hia mother looked from her lattioi high, 

With tbrobbing breiut and eager e;e— 

"Tia twilight— aure hia train ia Dieh,'"] 

[" And flung to earth hia fainting weight,"— MS,] 



TSB OIAOCR. 

He drew tlie tokpn from liis vest — 
Angel of Death ! 'tis Has-ian's cloven crest ! 
His calpac' reut — his caftan red — 
" Ladj, a fearful bride thy son hath wed : 
Me, not from mercy, did they spare. 
But this empurpled pledge to bear. 
Peace to the brave 1 whose blood is spilt : 
Woe to the Giaour ! for his the guilt." 



A tnibsii * carved in coarsest ston^ 
A pillar with rank weeds o'ergrown, 
Whereon can now be scarcely read 
Hie Koran verse that mounts tiie dead, 
Point out the spot where Hassan fell 
A victim in timt lonely dell. 
Tliere sleeps ns true an Osmanlie 
As e'er at Mecca bent the knee ; 
As ever sconi'd forbidden wine, 
Or pray'd with face towards the shrine. 
In orisons resumed anew 
At solemn sound of "Alia Hul"' 
Tet died he by a stranger'a hand. 
And stranger in his nutive land ; 
Yet died lie as in arms be stood. 
And unavenged, at least in blood. 
But him the maids of Paradise 

Impatient to their linlls invite. 
And the dark heaven of Houris' eyea 

On him shall glance for ever bright ; 

* Tb* etijme ia Ui« Mlid cap or nntn part of the hiad-dniB ; tha iliavl ii wi 
foand it, und tonoi the lurtiu. 

* Tli> tnrbui, pilUr. tod JOKriptire ttnt, deeonte the bimbt of tha OoDkBlIa^ I 
vbclher in the oemetMT or the vildernea. In the manntainii jdh freqiientlr pafl'l 
atmlUr nHuuanloi ; laA oo inqDirj too ue iufomied that they raeo 
nbaliiou, plander, or nrratft. 

' '* AlU Ba'." the ttmeluding mtnla of the Huoiiii'i mil to pnjer from the high- 
art gill<i7 OB the mUitiat of the Hiiunl Ob a itill erening, when the Hnciiin hu 
a £m TDtoa, vhieh ■• frrqufBtlr the ox, iha affect >> lolemii •nd buntifbl beyond all 
lb* belli in ChriMmdom.—JValid, the an of Abdalnialeh. vai the flnt *ha anotad a ' 
niavrt or Inrtvt ; and thi> ha plaml on tht (nod rnaaqne at Damaanu, (or Ikf 
■Benia or oriar lo aniwuuM from It the haur of pn^rr. ] 



THB uuoua. 

Tliev come — their kerchief green Uie; wave,' 
Anil velcome with a kiss tlie brave ! 
Wlio falls in battle 'gainst a. Giooor 
la voithiest an immortal bower. 



But thon, false Infidel ! shalt writlie 

Beneath avenging Monkir's' scjthej 

And from its torments 'fcape alone 

To wander round lost Eblis" throne; 

And fire unquencli'd, unquenchable. 

Around, within, thv heart shall dwell; 

Nor ear can hear nor tongue can tell 

I'he tortures of that inward hell I 

Bui first, on earth as Vampire* sent, 

Thy eorK shall from it? tomb be rent : 

Then glisstly haunt thy native place. 

And suck the blood of all thy race; 

There from thy daughter, sister, «ife. 

At midnight drain the stream of life; i 

Yet loathe the banquet which perforce 

Uust feed thy livid living corse : 

Thy victims ere they yet etpire 

Sliall know the demon for their aire, 

Ab cursing thee, tliou cursing them. 

Thy flowers are wither'd on the stem. 

* The folloving ii tait of a htltle-ioiig of the Tnrki ^^"I le* — I k» tiaik-ejnl 
Ipit of FamliiG, md aba w*ihi ■ hnndkenJiie^ ■ kerchief of gncn ; mmI (Tie* kiood, 
'Cone, ktu me, for I love thee,' " kt. 

> Mtmkii utd Nekir, are the inqoiinMr* of the dad, before whom the (nipK under- 
|m • alight noridate and prepanlory tnuning for damiution. If the aosiren ue 
me of the cleamt, he is hanlol np with a nythe and thumped doirn vith ■ red-hot 
Base till properljHsiaiiBd, vith a varieljofsuliBdiai^ prolwtioDs The office of thcas 
angela ta no Binecure ; there u« hut two. aud Ike nnmber of orthodox decewed being 
banDstlpropoitiuD to the remainder, their liaDdiarealwajsfnll. See fielig. Geremon. 
BDil Sale'* Kono. 

' Bbli^ the OrieDtal Prince of Darknes.— [D'Herbelot sappoan thii title to bmrt 
been a comptiun vt the Greek &iaBo*.«i. ] 

' Th» Vaiii{HiB lopenititioD ia atili general in tlM Lerant. Honeit Toarnefort tella 
a long atoTj, vhidi Ur. Sonthej. in the nolefloo Tbalaha. qaolea about these " Vnn- 
eolochaa," aa he calli thent. The Rontais term i« " Vardonladia." I raxilleel a 
vbole Eunilj being tenifipd bj the soeam of a child, vhlch the; imagined rnnat 
pmsred from uch a Tintation. The &re*k» never meotion the word wilhont horror. 
1 find that "Brooeolokaa" ii an old legitimate Itellenie appelUtion—at If 
appliad (a Araenios, who, awording to the Sreeka, vaa after hia di ' 
"^ DeriL The malema, bawerer, n« the vord I adnlian. 
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THK yiAODR. 

But one that for tliy crime must full. 
The youngest, most beloved of all, 
Shall bleas thee with a/a/he/> imme — 
That word shall wrap thy heart in flame ! 
Yet must thou end thy task, and mark 
Her cheek's last tinge, lier eye'3 last sp&rk. 
And the lost glassy glance must view 
Which freezes o'er its lifeless blue ; 
Then with unliallow'd h:iud sholt tear 
The tresses of her yellow hair. 
Of which in life a lock when shorn 
Affection's fondest pledge was worn. 
But now is borne away by tliee. 
Memorial of Ihinc agony ! 
Wet with thine own best blood shall drip 
Thy gnashing tooth and haggard lip;' 
Then stalking to thy sullen grave. 
Go — and with Gouls and Afrits rave; 
Till these in horror slirink away 
From spectre more accurserl than theyl' 



" How name ye yon lone Caloyer? 

HiB features 1 have scann'd before 
lo mine own land : 'tis many a year. 

Since, dashing by the lonely shore, 
I saw him ut^ as fleet a st«ed 
As ever served a horseman's need. 
But once 1 saw that face, yet then 
It was so mark VI ikith inward pain, 
I could not pass it by again ; 
It breathes the same dark spirit now. 
As death were stamp'd upon his brow. 

'"Tis twice three years at summer tide 
Since first among our freres he came; 

* Tbi hf\atm at tb« b«, knd the ntKjirm at Utti lip with blood, *r« Uui ncnr- 
tUHna ((gni of k Tkm|iir>-. Th« Horiea told in Hnnciuy »nd QrCM* of tlleM Aral 
IWdu> m ttngnlu, tuA ■nma nT thstn inat intr*iiAly tMtineA. 

' [Tbt lupnoatliMUorih* Tnrk kRun't Uw " Koonnnl UUour," arc inlnduoHl vilb 
ntBt JndKmMit, uJ eonthbuM naefa to IbadtMaliecfTMtaf thBOurktirB, — Ihuul 
Run] 



THB QIAOUR. 

And liere it sootliea him to abide 

For some dark deed he will not naiU' 
But never at our vesper prayer, 
Nor e'er before confession chair 
Kneels he, nor recks he when arise 
Incense or anthem to the akies, 
But broods within his cell atone. 
His faith and race ohke unknown. 
The sea from Paynim laiid he crost, 
And here ascended from the coast ; 
Yet seems he not of Othmau race, 
But only Christian in his face ; 
I'd judge him some stray renegade, 
Bepentaiit of tiie change lie made. 
Save that he shuns our holy shrine, 
Kor tastes the sacred bread and wine. 
Great largess to these walla lie brought. 
And thus our abbot's favour bought ; 
But were I prior, not a day 
Should brook sucii stranger's furlhw sUiy, 
Or pent within our penance cell 
Should doom him there for aye to dwt^ll. 
Much in his visions mutters he 
Of maiden nhelm'd beneath the sea ;' 
Of sabres clashing, foemeu flying. 
Wrongs avenged, and Moslem dying, 
On diff he hath been known to stand, 
And rave as to some bloody hand 
i'resh sever'd from its parent liiub. 
Invisible lo all but him. 
Which beckons onward to his graTC. 
And lurea to leap into the wave." 



DarK and unearthly is the scowl' 
Tliat glares beneath his dusky cowl. 



' ["Of foreign mudea lout M m>." — MS.] 

* [Tba nmuniDg lines, about Gts honilred iu number, were, itith the exception o.' 
Ae bust oilceD, added to tbe poem, doriog its first progrru lliraugh the pmn, or ia 




THE GIAOUa. 

Tlie flash of tlisit dilating eye 

Reveals too iDuch of times gone Dv 

Though varying, indistinct it^ hue, 

Oft will his gknce the gazer rue. 

For in it lurka tliat iiameless spell. 

Which speaks, itstlf unsjwakable, 

A spirit yet unquell'd and liigh, 

Tltat claims and keeps ascendancy ; 

And like tlie bird whose pinions qnak". 

But cannot fly the gazing snnke. 

Will others quail beneath his look. 

Nor 'scape the glance tliey scarce can brook. 

Prom him the hair-att"rightcd Friar 

When met alone would fain retire. 

As if that eye and bitter smile 

'I'ransferr'd to others fear and guile : 

Not oft to srnile descendetli he, 

And when he doth 'tis sad to see 

That he but mocks at Misery. 

How that f ale lip will curl and quiver ! 

Then fix once iimre as if for ever; 

As if liis sorrow or disdain 

Forbade him e'er to smile again. 

Weil were it so — such giiastly mirth 

From joyamice ne'er derived its birtli. 

But sadder still it were to trace 

What once were feelings in tliat face : 

Time hath not yet the features fix'd. 

But brighter traits with evil mix'd ; 

And there arc hues not always faded. 

Which (peak a mind not all degraded 

Even by the crimes through which it waded : 

The common crowd but see the gloom 

Of wayward deeds, and fitting doom ; 

Tlie close observer can espy 

A noble soul, and lineage high : 

AIns ! though both bestow'd in vain. 

Which (irief could cluinge, and Guilt could stain. 

It was no vulgar tenement 

To which sucli lofly gifts were lent. 



THE alAODR. 

And ^till with little less llinii dread 
On such the sight is rivRted. 
The roofless cot, decay'd and rent. 

Will scarce delay the passer-by; 
The tower by war or tempest beni. 
While yet may frown one battlement. 

Demands and daunts the stranger's eye; 
Each ivied arch, and pillar lone, 
Pleads hnughtily for glories gone ! 

"ITis floating robe around hira folding, 

Slow sweeps he through the column'd aisle. 
With dread beheld, with gloom beholding 

The rites tbut sanctify the pile. 
But when the anthem shakes the choir, 
And kneel the monks, his steps retire 
By yonder lone and wavering torch 
His aspect glares within the porch; 
There will he pause till all is doue — 
And hear the prayer, but utter none. 
See — by the half-iilumined wall ' 
His hood By back, his dark hair fall. 
That pale btow wildly wreathing round. 
As if the Gorgon there had bound 
The sablest of the serpent-braid 
That o'er her fearful forehead stra/d : 
For he declines the convent oath. 
And leaves those locks uiihallow'd growth. 
But wears our garb in all beside ; 
And, not from piety but pride, 
Gives wealth to walls that never heard 
Of his one holy vow nor word, 
Lo 1 — mark ye, as the harmony 
Peals louder praises to the sky. 
That livid cheek, that stony air 
Of mix'd defiance and despair ! 
Saint Francis, keep him from the shrine I 
Else may we dread the wrath divine 
Made manifest by awful sign. 



' r'Bthold— 



19 he f-cm tilt wbU."- 



THE QIAOPR. 



If ever evil angel bore 

The form of mortal, such lie wore ; 

By all m; hope of sins forgiven. 

Such looks are not of earth nor heaven ! " 



To love the softest hearts are prone. 
But such can ne'er he all his own; 
Too timid in his woes to share, 
Too meek to meet, or brave despair; 
And sterner hearts atone may feel 
The wound that time can never heal. 
The rugged metal of the mine 
Must bum before its surface shine,* 
But plunged within the furnBCe-flame, 
It bends and melts — though still the san 
Then temper'd to tljy want, or will. 
Twill serve thee to defend or kill; 
A breast-plate for thine Lour of need. 
Or blade to bid thy foeman bleed; 
But if a dogger's form it bear. 
Let those who shape its edge, beware I 
Thus passion's fire, and uomnn's art. 
Can turn and tnme the sterner Jienrt; 
from these its farm and tone are ta'en. 
And what thej make it, must remain, 
But break — before it bend ^^iu. 



If solitude succeed to grief, 
Bcleaae from pain is slight rehef; 
The vacant bosom's wildemesa 
Might thank the pang that made it li^ss. 
We loathe what none are left to share ■ 
Even bliss— 'twere woe alone lo hear : 
The heart once left thus desolate 
Uiut fly at last for eaw — to hate. 

' ["Kan bum Lrfun it ituili' 01 chic*," — M 
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37 


It is as if tlie dead could feel 




1'lie icy worm around tliein steal. 




And shudder, as the reptiles creep 




To revel o'er their rotting sleep. 




■Without the power to scare away 




The cold consumers of their clay! 




It is as if the desert bird,' 




Wlio^e beak unlocks ber bosom's streaia 




To still her famish'd nestlings' scromi, 




Nor mourns a life to them transferr'd, 




Should rend her rash devoted breast. 




And find them flown her empty nest. 




The keenest pangs the wretched find 




Are rapture to tiie dreary void. 




The leafless desert of the mind. 




The waste of feelings unemploy'd. 




Who would be doom'd to gaze upon 




^^^^H .A sky without a cloud or sun ? 




^^^^H Less hideous far the tempest's roar, 




^^^^^V Than ne'er to brave the billows more — 




^^^^^ Thrown, when the war of winds is o'er, 




^F A lonely wreck on Fortune's s^hore. 




H 'Mid sullen calm, ai>d sUent bay. 




^ Uiiseeu to drop by duil decay; — 




Better to sink beneath the shock 




Than moulder piecemeal on the roek I 








" Father 1 thy days have pass'd in peace. 




'Mid counted beads, and countless prayer ; 




To bid the sins of others cease. 




'ITiyseU without a crime or care, 




Save transient ills that all must bear. 




Has been thy lot from youth to age; 




And thou wilt bless thee from the rage 




Of passions fierce and uncontroll'd, 




Such as thy penitents unfold. 




■ Tha peiicu, i». I t«lieve, the bird >o libelled, bv tliB impabiljo 


n of Ceoliiig 


her thickeni iriUi he. blood. 
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The QUorK. 

WloK Mcret RDa snd sorrows rot 

WilhBi thjffon and fntrii^ bieaaL 

Iff dm, Uuugb kw, have pas***] bdow 

Li Boeii of joj, bat more of woe ; 

Yet lUU in boon of love or strife 

I've 'pcspcd tbe weaxiaesa of life : 

Now leagued iritb friends, now gitt bj foe^ 

1 knliied the languor of repose. 

Nov Dodtbig left to love or haU, 

No more vith hope or pride elate, 

I'd rather be the thing that crsvls 

Mo«t noxious o'er a daogeon's walls, 

lltaii peas mj dull, nnvarying dajrg, 

CoiidciTUi'd to meditate and gaze. 

Yet, lurics a wiah within mj breast 

For rest — but Dot to feel 'tia rest. 

Soon ihfdl mj fate that wish fulfil ; 

And I shall sleep without the dream 
(>f what I was, and would be still. 

Dark as to thee my deeds may seem :* 
My memory now is but the tomb 
Of joys long dead; my hope, their doom: 
Though better to have died with those 
Than bear a life of lingering woes. 
My spirit shrunk not to sustain 
'llic searching throes of ceaseless pain ; 
Nor sought the self-accorded grave 
f)f ancient fool and modem knave : 
Yet deMh 1 have not fi*r'd to meet ; 
And in the Held il hwl been sweet. 
Had danger woo'd mc on to move 
niu slave of glory, not of love. 
I've braved it — not for lioiiour'a boast; 
I smile at laorela won or lost ; 
To such let others carve their way. 
For high rcnowD, or hireling pay ; 
But place again before my eyes 
Aught that I deem a worthy priae — 



• ["Tl«>n(h hnps h»tk lung wiilnln 



."— NB.] 



THE GIAOUR. 

The maid I love, the man I hate — 
And I will hunt the steps of fate. 
To save or slay, as these require, 
ITirough rending steel, and rolling fira : 
Nor needst thou doubt this speech from one 
Who would but do — what he hath done. 
Death is hut what the haughty brave, 
The weak must bear, the wretch must crave ; 
Tlien let life go to Him who gave : 
I have not quail'd to danger's brow 
When high and happy — need I now? 



" I loved her, I'riar I nay, adored — 

But these are words that all can use — 
I proved it more in dwd than word ; 
There's blood upon that dinted aword, 

A stain its steel can never lose ; 
Twaa shed for iier, who died for me. 

It wann'd the heart of one abhorr'd : 
Nay, start not — no — ^nor bend thy knee, 

Nor midst my sin such act record ; 
Thou wilt absolve uie from the deed. 
For he was hostile to thy creed ! 
The very name of Nazarene 
Was wormwood to his Paynim spleen. 
Ungrateful fool ! since but for brands 
Well wielded in some hardy hands. 
And wounds by Galileans given. 
The surest pass to Turkish heaven. 
For him his Houris slitl might wait 
Impatient at the Frophef a gate. 
I loved her — love will find its way 
Through paths where wolves would fear t« prijy; 
And if it dares enough, 'twere hard 
If passion met not some reward — 
No matter how, or where, or why, 
I did not vainly seek, nor sigh : 
Yet sometimes, with remorse, in vain 
I wish she had not loved again. 



M TQK GFAOCB. 

She died — 1 dare not U-ll (hee liow , 

Bui look— 'tis written on my brow ! 

There read of Cniij llie curw and crimen 

In characters unironi by tirrje : 

Still, ere thou dost condemn me, pauscj 

Not mine the act, thouiih I the cause. 

Yet did he but wliat I had done 

Had .'he been false to more than one. 

Faitldess to him, he gave the blow ; 

Knt true to me, I laid liim low : 

Howe'er deserved her doom might be, 

Her treachery was truth to me; 

To me she gave her heart, that all 

Which tyranny can ne'er enthrall ; 

And I, alas ! too late to save! 

Yet all I then could give, I gave, 

'Twas some relief, our foe a grave. 

His death sits lightly ; but her fate 

Has made me — what thou well mayst hate. 

His doom mm seal'd — he laiew it well, 
Wani'd by the voice of stem Taheer, 
Deep in whose darkly boding ear' 
Tlie deathshot peai'd of murder near 

As filed the troop to where they fell ! 

* Tlu* inperftitinn af a HOODd-haaring (fori nerer met vith dovnriglit Hcmd-a^. 
IB the Kut) f«ll otiix tindar mj own obaerrMiaD. On caj third jonnMy to Capafl 
ColoniMi, mtIj in 1811, ■■ wa paned throngb Um dcGle ttiat Ifkdi fivn the ban' ' 
bgtwHmi Kentia and ColoDBa, 1 obaemd DerViih Tahiri riding raUwr out of tha p 
and IcaniDR hii hsad apon hia hand, as if in pun. I rode np and Inqnind. *' ' 
ata in peril," he amvercd. "What peril I ve are not now In Albania, nor in 
Janai (o Bpbeina. MnwliiniliJ. or Lepanto ; tliers an plentj nf va, well arnuid, aaA J 
Uw Choriatea Itaie not oonnce to be thieTM."— "Troe, Afffmli, but neTerthdm "' " 
•liot is ringing in mj ean." — " The efarit I not a toplinike hu been lirtd this m 
fag," — "I boar it nutwithrtanding— Bom— Bom— aa plainly as I hnr jour (oitK 
"Fllu I" — " AiToa pleaae, Allendi { Kit iivritlea. iw will it be." — 1 kftUiii qnirh- 
aamd piwIeirtinariaD, and rod* np lo Baeili, hia Chriitian rompatnot, vfaiiae fan 
Ibongh not at all prophatio, h; no meana rcliihed the intelUgi!Da. We all arrived at 
Cotoona, rainainml aoDa hann, and ntDrnvd leinmlj, •a;ri''S ' tarictj of brilliant 
Ihinaa, In miire languagee tban ipuiteil ihe building of Babal, apon the mialaken mm-. 
Knmalc, Anwunl, TuTkiiib, Italian, and Engliah wara all exerdiad, in vaiiova eraoaili, 
upon the nnfunonate Mnaralnian. Whitr ve wen Bontamplating the beantifnl pnxpcet, 
IWrlnli waa nn-tipied abonl the coinmna. I tbanght ha wai deranged into an anli- 
qHarian, and a>kpd bim if be had beixim* a " PrtiioWMtpn" man T "No," auit ho, 
" Iml iheae pitlira will bruasful in making a alaod ; " andailded other rematka, whkll 
at leant evinwl hia awn lidief in hia trouhlcaoiDB (amity of /orrAnirrH^. On ourrcUU* 1 
to Atheni w<i heard from Leoot (a priaouor eet anbure Mime daji atttil uf the intrndtd 1 



THE OUOPB. 

He died too in the battle bruil, 

A time that heeds nor pain nor toil; 

One cry to Mahomet for aid. 

One prayer to Alia all he made : 

He knew and crosa'd me in the fray— 

I gazed npon him where he lay, 

And watcli'd his spirit ebb auay : 

Though pierced like pard by hunter's steel, 

He felt not half that now I feel. 

I search'd, but vaiuly search'd, to fiiid 

ITie workings of a wounded mind; 

Each feature of that suUen corse 

Betray'd his rage, but no remorse. 

Oh, what had Vengefince given to trace 

Despair upon his dying face ! 

The late repentance of that hour 

When Penitence hath lost her power 

To tear one terror from the grave, 

And wOl not soothe, and cannot save. 



"The cold in clime are cold in blood, 
Their love can scarce deserve the name ; 
But mine was tike the lava flood 

That boils iii Etna's breast of flame. 
I canuot prate in puling strnin 
Of ladye-love, and beauty's chain : 

■Wik of (baMiinatea, meuUoned, with the caiue of iu not lakjog place, in tic noM 
to Ghilde H>ru1<), Caalo 2itd. I wu ot some puna to queMioD tbe man, and hs 
iaauibeJ Uie drcsaea, ■rraa, and marki uf the hunes of our party m \ireanUi\j, thai, 
■hli othfr cii-comslBnoM, we could not douiil ot Ai< hafing liwn in " rillanonB 
•onpaoT," aBd oonelrea in a bud neigbbourhaod, DervUli becnmc a Bnotliuyer for 
Efc, and I dan aa; a nov huring more mnsbetr; tlian evrr will be Bred, to tho great 
nfmlunrnl of the Amaoats of Beiat, and hi« aatin mDuntuua. — I nbHll ueiiUon one 
bait mon of tbjs lingular race. In Maich, 1311, a nmarliablj tU^ut and active 
irnwHitminef! believe thefiftietfa on the eamecrrandF tnoS'tfrhiniHlf aiau attenilsnt, 
which waa declined : "Well, Affcndi," qnoth he, " ma; }on lire l—^you would bavd 
tmnd ma nierul. I aball leare the town (or the hilln to-marrow ; in tbe winUr I 
iWan, perhaps 700 will then receire me." — Dervish, who wan preBSnt, Temaiked as 
■ lUnf of eonne, and of no ooDseqnence, "in tbe mean lime he will join the Klephin" 
( lu Hw), which wH true to ths letter. If not ant nff, the; ivinie down in the viaki-. 
•ad paa it munalutcd in woie town, where tlie;^ ari: ultuu m well known on tlii..r 



TUB aiAOUR- 

If changing cheek, and scorching vein,* 
Lips taught to writhe, but not complain, 
If bursting heart, and madd'ning brain. 
And daring deed, and vengeful steel, 
And all that I have felt, and Teel, 
Betoken love — that love wa» mine. 
And shown by man; a bitter sign, 
'Tis true, I could not whine nor sigh, 
I knew but to obtain or die. 
I die — ^but 6rst 1 have possesa'd. 
And come wliat mtxy, I Aave been ble^s'd. 
Shall I the doom I sought upbraid 't 
No — reft of all, yet undismaj'd ' 
But for the thought of Leila slain. 
Give me the pleasure with the pain. 
So would I live and love again. 
1 grieve, but not, my holy guide ! 
Tor him who dies, but her who died : 
She sleeps beneath the wandering wave — 
Ah 1 hud she but an earthly grave. 
This breaking heart and throbbing head 
Should seek and share her narrow bed. 
She was a form of life and light. 
That, seen, became a part of sight; 
And rose, where'er I tum'd niiae eye, 
llie Moming-atar of Memory I 



" Yes, Love indeed is light from lieaven ; * 

A spark of that immortal fire 
Willi angels shared, by Alia given. 

To lift from earth our low desire. 

["I eauDiit pnU in pnlitig (train 

Of bvntiug baart and tnikd<raing brwo, 
And fin ttikt rae<d in tnaj rein."— U&) 

— M8.] 

10 hnndnd txA VmmHa-Ax Udm whidi fallav, dom to "Till me no man of 
gleam.'' flnrt kppaknd is Iha flflh editinn. In ntnraiDg tbc pnwf lu Mr. 
', Und BfTon wy* ; — " The Uit line* Rodfaon likta. It '•* not often be doM^T 
en be don't, bo Uilt ua *ith gnM«nar|[T, and I fret, uid ftltar. I h>ir«thraaF 
1 lo KrflcD lbs ferooi^r of our infidol ; ud, for ft djinf oimi, ban gj%ai lu»a 



THB aiAOUR. 

Devotion wafts the mind above. 

But HeaveD itself descends in love ; 

A feeling from the Godhead caught. 

To wean from acif each sordid thought ; 

A Ray of him who form'd the wlmle; 

A Glory circling round the soul ! 

I grant my love imperfect, all 

That mortals by the name miscall ; 

Then deem it evil, what thou wilt ; 

But say, oh say, hers was not guilt t 

She was my life's unerrijig light ; 

That quencJi'd, what beam shall break my uight ? ' 

Oh I would it shone to lead me still, 

Although to death or deadliest til I 

Why marvel ye, if they who lose 

This present joy, this future hope. 

No more with sorrow meekly cope ; 
In plireusj then their fate accuse ; 
In madness do tiiose fearful deeds 

That seem to add but guilt to woe? 

9*1 In tay (or UmHlf.'' Amoag tlic QiauDi' SISS. Ib iLn ^t draugiit of IL 
^ vhicti we tnbjotu : 

"Te«] f dott spring 1 

> Lots indoed < deseend \ from heaven : 
If J [be bom J 

{imtnottaJ ) 
eternal > Gre, 
cek«ti=l J 
To hamui liG&rU iu mercy giveu, 

To lift from earth onr luw deaire, 
A feeling from tbe tiudbend caaght. 
To wem from »elt| '^ IsoHid thought; 
DoTotioD sends the soul abore, 
Bnt Heiven Itwlf descends to lure. 
Tet murel doC. if Ihey whu lore 
Thia pieeeut joj, this future hope, 
Which tsDght thsm with kU ill (a cope. 
In nudnfln, Uieii, their fate M»iise— 
Id madneas do th^.H fuuful deeds 

"^^^ "^^ { hot to »i.gment thi»r } """■ 
AlMl the{^^|th.iin1r Weeds, 
Bss DOOght to dread from outward foe," &t.\ 
["That qomeh'd, I nandor'd fir io night." 
*' ""Rj queneli'd, »nd I am luat iu night"— MS. 



THE UIAOCK. 

Alas t the breast tlmt inly bleeds 

Hatii nought to dread from outward blov 
Wiio faUs from all lie knows of bliss. 
Cares little into wliat abyss. 
Fierce as the gloomy vulture's now 

To thee, old man, my deeds appear : 
1 read abhorrence on thy brow, 

And this too w as I born to bear ! 
"fis true, tJiat, like that bird of prey. 
With havock bave I mark'd my way : 
But this was taught me by the dove. 
To die — aud know no second love. 
This lesson yet hath man to Icani, 
Taught by the thing he dares to spurn ; 
The bird that sings within the brake, 
The swan that swims upon tiie lake. 
One mal«, and one alone, will take. 
And let the fool still prone to range,' 
And sneer on all who cannot change. 
Partake his jest with boasting boys; 
I envy not Ids varied joys, 
But deem such feeble, heartless man. 
Leas than yon solitary swan ; 
Par, far beneath the shallow maid 
He left believing and betray'd. 
Such shame at least was never mine- 
Leila ! each tliought was only thine ! 
My good, my guilt, my weal, my woe. 
My hope on high — my all below. 
J£arth holds no other like to thee, 
Or, if it doth, in vain for rae : 
For worlds I dare not view the dame 
Resembling thee, yet wot the same. 
The very crimes that mar my youlli. 
This bed of death — attest my trutli ! 
"lis all too late — thou wert, tlmu art 
'I'hc cherish'd madness of mv iieikrt t 



THH QIAOUB. 15 

" And ahe was lost — niKl yet I breatlieJ, 

But not the breath of human life : 
A serpent round mj heart was wreathed, 

And slung my every tiiought to strife- 
Alike nil time, abhorr'd all pLice, 
Shuddering I shrunk from Nature's face. 
Where every hue that charrn'd before 
The blackness of my bosom wore. 
The rest thou dost already know. 
And all my sins, and half my woe. 
But talk no more of penitence ; 
Thou seest I soon shall part from hence ; 
And if thy holy tale were Irue, 
The deed that's done canst ikou undo P 
Think me not thankless— but this grief 
Ixioks not to priesthood for relief.' 
My soul's estate in secret guess:' 
But vouldst thou pity more, say less. 
When thou canst bid my Leila live. 
Then will I sue tliee to forgive ; 
Tlien plead my cause in that high place 
Where purchased masses proffer grace. 
Go, when the hunter's hand hath wrung 
JFrom forest-cave her shrieking young, 
And calm the lonely lioness : 
But soothe not — mock not My distress I 

" In earlier days, and calmer hours. 

When heart with heart delights to blend, 

Where bloom my native valley's bowers,* 
I had — Ah ! iiave I now P — a friend ! 

To him this pledge I charge thee send. 
Memorial of a youthful vow j 

* Tlir Bunik'i imnoD ii omitted. It iwnii to hare lud m little effMt upon tbe 
fiticQt, that it could hute do bopct from tbu rrsdet. It tusy he iDSriest to uj, that 
■I ■■! oft nMoiL&r} length (u ma; be gier«ived from the intemi[itioiu >iid anoa- 
MB of tb* paticot), taxi -rat delivered iu tie usual (one of all orthodox preaeliin. 



L 



[ "but tbia grief 

Tn truth a not for thjr relief. 

Mr Mate thj thought am uevtr gui 



-MS.] 
ID} natiTC citj'a tooui " — US,) 



THE OIAOPK. 

I wou]d remind him of my end : * 

Tliough soula absorb'd like mine allow 
Brief thought to diataiit friendsliip'a claim. 
Yet dear to him mj blighted uame. 
'Tis strange — he pra])]iesied my doom. 

And I have smiled — I then could smile — 
Wlien Prudence would his voice assume. 

And warn — I reck'd uot what — the while 
But now remembrniice whispers o'er 
Those accents scarcely mark'd before. 
Say — that his bodings came to pass. 
And he will start to hear their truth, 
And wish his words had not been sooth: 
Tell him, unheeding as I was. 

Through many b busy bitter scene 
Of all our golden youth had been. 
In pain, my faltering tongue had tried 
To bless his memory ere I died ; 
But Heaven in wrath would turn away. 
If Guilt should for the guiltless pray. 
I do not ask him not to blame, 
Too gentle he to wound my name ; 
And what have I to do with fame? 
1 do not ask him not to mourn, 
Such cold re<iuest might sound tike scorn ; 
And what than triendship's manly tear 
May bett«r grace a brother's bier ? 
But bear this ring, his ovni of old. 
And t«ll him — what thou dost behold I 
The wither'd frame, the ruin'd mind, 
'llie wrack by passion left beiiitiJ, 
A ihrivdl'd scroll, a scalt^r'd leaf, 
Seor'd by the autumn blast of grief I 



" Tell me no more of fancy's gleam, 
Mo, father, no, 'twas not a dream ; 



TOR Glioril. 

AJas ! the dreamer firsit miiat sleep, 
I only watch'ii, and wish'J to weep ; 
But could not, for ray burning brow 
Throbb'd to the very brain as now ; 
I wish'd but for a single tear, 
As something trekome, new, uiul dear: 
I wiah'd it tlien, I wish it still ; 
Despair is stronger than my will. 
Waste not thine orison, despair" 
Is mightier tlmii thy pious prayer ; 
I would not, if I miglit, be blest; 
I want no paradise, but rest. 
Twas then, I tell tliee, father 1 then 
I saw her ; yes, she lived agaiu ; 
And shining in her white syniar/ 
As through jon pale gray cloud the stjir 
Which now I gaze on, as on her. 
Who look'd and looks far lovelier ; 
Dimly 1 view ita trembhng spark ;' 
To-morrow's night shall be more dark ; 
And I, befori: its rays appear. 
That lifeless thing the living fear. 
I wander, father ! for my soul 
Is fleeting towards the final goal. 
I saw her, friar ! and I rose 
Forgetful of out former woes ; 
And rushing from my couch, I dart. 
And clasp her to my desperate heart ,- 
I clasp — what is it that 1 clasp ? 
No breathing form within my grasp, 
No heart that beats reply to miue — 
Yet, Leila ! yet the form is thine I 
And art thou, dearest, changed so much 
As meet my eye, yet mock my touch ? 
All ! were thy beauties e'er so cold, 
I care not so my arms enfold 
T!ie all they ever wish'd to hold. 

[" N*r— kD«d nol, {Bthcr, riie — despair," tic — Mfl.] 
" Sjiuar," a ibmud. 

[•' Which no* I Yk'W with trtmliling Bi«rk."-Mfi.l 



t-HB alAO0R. 

Alas ] aroand a shadow prest 
They shmk upon my louei; breaat ; 
Yet still 'tis there I In silence stands. 
And beckons with beseeching hands 1 
With braided hair, and briglit-black eye— 
I knew 'twas false — she could not die ! 
But he is dead > within the dell 
I saw him buried where he fell ; 
He comes not, for he cannot break 
From earth ; wliy then art thon awake ? 
They told me wild waves rolled above 
The face I view, the form I love ; 
They told me — 'twas a hideous tale 1 — 
I'd tell it, but my tongue would fail : 
If true, and from thiue ocean-cave 
Thon eom'st to claim a calmer grave, 
Oh ! pass thy dewy fingers o'er 
Tliis brow that then will burn no more ; 
Or place them ou my hopeless heart : 
iiut, shape or shade I whate'er tliou art, 
In mercy ne'er again depart ! 
Or farther with thee bear my soul 
Than winds can waft or waters roll 1 



"Such is my name, and such my lale. 

Confessor ! to thy secret ear 
1 breathe the sorrows I bewail. 

And thank thee for the generous tear 
This glazing eye could never shed. 
Then lay mc with the humblest dead, 
And, save the cross above my head. 
Be neither name nor emblem spread. 
By prying strniif^r to be renil. 
Or atay the passing pilgrim's tread."* 

* The drcutuntuiTC Id ■hi«h Iho ihim utiirj nUts* iriM niH 11C17 nnroniBK 
Tarkaf, A (•» jmn igo the wifo of Hai-hUr I'uha nimplunnl In hb ^Iho ntU 
WW*! mtinoMl iafl'tditj ; lis uked with -hum, wiJ >1>c hivl Ihn tvbuilj to giM |._ 
ft Dm oT UW l«elr« hiuidMinmt wanm in Vinfna. Tlinjr wen- viinl, fuUnni up Is 
Mck*, mai draWMnl in the lake the aiuns niifht I Oufl -it Ihu gunnLi who wa< 
lafuraml laa, thM not une or the rictim* ulleraJ ft rtj, ur 



u( Ihu gunnlii who wa< uiMnl 
ir ftbuT' iL ft KjLDptom oTtirviir 



TOB OIAOOR. ia 

He paas'd — nor of his name and race 
Hat.h left a token or a trace. 
Save what the father must not say 
Who shrived him on his dying day : 
This broken tale was all we knew ' 
Of Ler he loved, or liim he slew. 

n nddeD a "Trench bom ill ire knaw, from all we loTe." The fate of ?b-oBiua, 
IhB Itireat of this ncrifoo, ia the nibject af naaj ■ Bomaic uid Anuant dittj. The 
■tui}' in Ibe text ia one told of a tdddk Veactuui manj ytum iLgo, and now dbu-Ij 
fuigotten. I beard it by Kcidenl redted bj one of the ooffee-home story-leUera who 
•bound in the Levant, and ling or redlo their narrn^TeB. The additions and inlar- 
julaUonj bjthetranatator will be easily diHtiugoiflhed from tbereit, b; the wuit of East- 
ern imagerj ; and I regret that my memory hu retained so fewfrngmcntaof the origiual. 
Por the content! of lomc of the notes 1 am indebteil partly to B'Hcrbelot, and partlf 
U) that most Eaitem. and. uiUr. Weber justly eotitli^ it. " eablimc tale." the " Caliph 
Vathek." I do uut know from what source t)ie author of that siDgaliir volume may 
have dnwn his malcmis ; some of his ioeideats are to in fouod in the "BibliothSqug 
Orientale;" bat (or wrreotuera of costuaie, baauty of dcsoripUon, and power of 
ioBpuation. it far surgasBes all Euro|ii!aD imitations; and bears such mnrki of 
otitfiaality, that those who hare risited the Bast will find souje difficulty in beliefing 

Sian a tranilation. As an Eastern tale, even Hauetas must bow liefors 
ij Valley" will not bear a cotuparison with the "Hall of BbUa." 
["Hur wbeUi^r most be mourn'd none knew, 
Pot bei he loved or him fau slew."— KB.] 



THE BEEDE OF ABTDOS: 



A TURKISH TALE. 



** Had we neyer loved so kindly, 
Had we never loved so blindly, 
Never met or never parted. 
We Ittd ne*er been broken-hearted.**— Bumm 
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TO 



THE EIGHT HON. LOED HOLLAND, 



QTbis tZTale is fiutcrfiidi, 



iriTB SVIBT SUmMCHT OF RKGARD AHD BUPIOr, 



B7 RIB QRATEWVLLJ OBUOIC 



AVD BIBOBBI fU]Un>, 



BTSON. 



INTRODUCTION TO THE BllIDE OF ABTDOS. 



•I pabUihdl 



Taa "BridaoC Abjrdoa" wu written eorl^ in NovemUr 1813, a 
era the Sod of DeaemW. Chit, OD iU ftppeoruice, ninuirked a soi 
tho lint psrt, uul some Test erent within hie own eiperieaFs. DpoD which Lord 
BjioQ oburTH ttut hi* rtoif alM wiu dmwn tram etititeDM, He nppean just befors 
(o b&TC engaged in one of those feverish atUchmi-'uta which troubled the period ol 
hia LoDilon retgu. The danbis issue was to make liini wretched, and to origiiuM 
"The Bride." "Ail conrulaioDs," b« eaji^ "end with me in rhyme. It wa* 
vritten to diittaet m; dreu)u fiom * * *. Wrre it nut thtu, it had nerer Wa 
composed ; and had I not done >am«thing at that time I moit have gune mad bj oatiiig 
taj on tte4rt, — bitter Jiet 1 " " I am much more indebted to the tale," ha rKorda in 
hii Journal, M the period of poblicatioa, " than I can Ccer he to the moit importanl 
reader, a* it wnuig mj thonghta from reality to imagination ; from lelGsh rqreta to 
vlTid recoUectionBi ftnd recaUed me to a conutry replete with the brightevt and 
darkest, hot alwnji moat liTelj coloara of mj memiirj." There ean be no donbt, 
howeTer, that somo of his pent Dp feelingi flowed ialo the fiction, forhewailsa 
aeoiutomed to diiert the oonne of his troubles, than to relieve his heart by giriDC 
them nttennce. " I began a eomcdj," he saya ia his Joamal of this rery period, 
■ ' and bnmt it becanse the scene lan into reatity ; a noyel fur the same reuou. In 
rfafoie, I can keep more avaj from foeta ; but the thought slwsjs nms tlinni^ 
Uuongh .... jes, yea, through." The tale wu struck off in foor dajs, aod h* 
gompoKd (kslar, and (or more huors at a time, than in any preiiooi attempt To 
the original sketch there were added in the prinUug about two hoadred linea ; ud, 
•> was ninal with him. the intorpolaled pasmgee are among the most splendid in tt« 
poem. He anoounced to Mr. Homy, duriug the reTisol, that he was doing hii bcM 
to beat tha "Qiaunr,'' but in this he considered he had not sucfeedcd, ami the pnhUa 
thought » too ; thnogh his iriend, Mr. UodgBon, maintained that "The Brida'* J 
wsi better veniGed than " The Pngmeut," and George Btlis asserted that it v 
every respect superior. There is nothing in " The (JiaOBr," Co answer to tlie ton 
and confiding aSection of the gnileleai Znleika ; but, in spite of pvagrapha a 
Sicenline baantj, the eieoution of "The Bride" is decidedly inAmor. If the n 
is moie rtried, it wanli, in general, the force and finish, the nerve and impetaon^^ll 
of the elder tale. The title was a misnomer. Mr. Croksr inc|nired why it *■■ | 
called " The Bride of Ahydm^" since the death uf the loven auticipatea the marriage ; 
— and Lord Byron replied, that the question wu " Dnanivenble." " I wu a grtat 
fool," be add^ " to make the W, aod am ashamed of not bdng an Irishman," The 
opcoing Uses won suppcacd to have bceo imitated from a song of Qoetbe's — 

" Keunrt du dHi Luid wudisdUiniEn blnhnt' 
But thf aathor of ''The Bride," eoold not tsd German, and if he bcirowed Iba 
Ui^ ha most, he aid, bare dented it fram Madame dc Slael, who copied Oottba 
in some Tcnea, whioh Lord Byron, howoier, wu nearly confident he had never esaa 
when he paDDvl his own. The resetoblanee between the French and the KngUsli 
is eitremeljt slight, and is almoat oonliiied to the first line, — "Cette letre oO \m 
myrtea fleurieneul, ' Lord Bjron iMdied fiOO guineu for ' ' The Bride." 



THE BRIDE OF ABYDOS. 



CANOX) THE FIRST. 



Kxow ye the land where the cypress and myrtle 
Are enifalema of deeds that are done in tlieir clime? 

AVhere the rage of the vulture, tlie love of the turtle. 
Now melt into sorrow, uow madden to crime ! 

Know ye the land of the cedar and vine, 

Where the flowers ever blossom, the beams ever eliine; 

Where the light wings of Zephyr, oppress'd with perfume 

Wax faint o'er the gardens of Gi31' in ber bloom; 

Where the citron and olive are fairest of fruit. 

And the voice of the nightingale never is mute : 

Wiierc the tints of the earth, and the hues of tlie sky. 

In colour tliough varied, in beauty may vie. 

And the purple of ocean is deepest in dye ; 

Where the virgins are soft as the roses they twine, 

And all, save the spirit of man, is divine ? 

'Tis the clime of the East ; 'tis the land of the Sun — 

Can he smile on such deeds as his chddren have done F * 

Oh ! wild as the accents of lovers' farewell 

Are the hearts which they bear, and the tales which they tell. 

1 -■a(il,"th««m 



THK BKIDE OF ABYDOS. 

Begirt with loanj a gallant slave, 
Apparell'd as becomes the brave. 
Awaiting each his lord's behest 
To guide his st«pa, or guard his rest. 
Old Giafiir sate iti his Divati : 

Deep tliougbt was in his aged eye ; 
And though the face of Mussulman 

Not oft betrays to standers by 
The luiud within, well skill'd to liide 
All but unconquerable pride. 
His pensive cheek and pondering brow 
Did more than he was wont avow. 



"Let the chamber be clear'd." — The train disa])pear'd— 

" Now call me the chief of tlie Haram guard." 
With Oiaffir is none but his ouly son. 

And the Nubian awaiting the sire's award. 

" Haroun — when all the crowd tliat wait 

Are paas'd bejoad the outer gate, 

(Woe to the head whose eye beheld 

lilj child Zuleika's face unveil'd !) 

Hence, lead my daughter from her tower; 

Her fate ia fix'd this very hour : 

Yet not to her repeat my thought; 

By roe alone be duty taught I " 

" Pacha I to hear is to obey." 

No more must slave to despot sny — 

Then to the tower had ta'cn his v 



eyoi 



e br.ike. 



First lowly rendering reverence meet ; 
And downcast look'd, and gently spake, 

iStill sUnding at the Paciia's feet : 
For son of Moslem must expire, 
£re dare to sit before his sire 1 



" Father I for fear that thou ahouldat chide 
My sister, or her sublu guide. 



TEE BBIDB OF ABTDOS. 

Know— for the fault, if fault there be. 
Was mine, tliea fall thy frowns on me — 
So lovelily the morning shone, 

That — let the old and wearj sleep — 
I conld not ; and to view alone 

The fairest scenes of land and deep. 
With none to listen and reply 
To thoughts with which my heart beat high 
Were irksome — for whate'er my mood, 
In sooth 1 love not solitude ; 
I on Zuleika's slumber broke, 

And, as thou knowest that for me 

Soon turns the Maram's grating key. 
Before the guardian slaves awoke 
We to the cypress groves had flown. 
And made earth, main, and heaven our own ! 
There linger'd we, beguiled too long 
With Mejnouu's tale, or Sadi's song ; ' 
Till I, who heard the deep tambour' 
Beat thy Divan's approaching hour, 
To thee, and to my duty true, 
Warn'd by the sound, to greet thee flew : 
But there Zuleika wanders yet — 
Way, Father, rage not — nor forget 
That none can pierce that secret bower 
But those who watch the women's tower." 



" Son of a slave" — Ihe Pacha said — 

" From unbelieving motiicr bred. 

Vain were a father's hope to see 

Aught that beseems a man in thee. 

Thou, wlien thine arm should bend the bow. 
And hurl the dart, and curb the steed, 
Tliou, Greek in soul if not in creed. 

Must pore where babbling waters flow. 



* UqoaDii and Leila, the Bameo twd Juliet of t 

* TuaLuur. Turkish drum, whii^h Buumlit at biu 



e But. Sadi, the man] poet of 
isc, Duon, Slid twilighL 



THB BRIDB OP ABYD08. 

And watch unfolding roses blow. 
Would tliat yon orb, whose matin glow 
Thy listless eyes so much admire. 
Would lend thee something of his fire t 
Thou, who wouldst see this battlement 
By Christiau cannon piecemeal rent; 
Nay, tamely view old Stambol's wall 
Before the dogs of Moscow fall, 
Nor strike one stroke for hfe and death 
Against the cura of Nazaretii ! 
Go — let thy less than woman's hand 
Assume the distaff — not the brand. 
But, Haroun ! — to my daughter speetl : 
And hark — of thine own head take heed— 
If thus Zuleika oft takes wing — 
Thou sce'st you bow — it hath a string ! " 



No sound from Selim's lip was heard. 

At least that met old Gififflr's car. 
But every frown and every word 
Pierced keener than a Christian's sword. 

"Son of a slave ! — reproacU'd with fear I 

Those gibes had cost another dear. 
Son of a slave 1 — and »Ao my sire ? " 

Thus held his thoughts their dark career ; 
And glances ev'n of more than ire 

ttasli forth, tlieu faintly disappear. 
Old Giafiir gazed upon his son 

And started ; for within his eye 
lie read how much his wrath had done ; 
He saw rebeUion there begun ; 

" Come hither, boy— what, no reply P 
1 mark thee — and I know thee too ; 
Jiut there be deeds thou dar'st not do : 
But if thy heard had manlier length. 
And if thy Imnd had skill and strength, 
I'd joy to see thea break a lance, 
Albeit against my own pcrcliance." 



THB BEIDB 0? ABTDOS. 

As sneeringly these accents fell. 
On Selim's eye he fiercely gazed : 

That eye retum'd him glance for glance, 
And proudly to his sire's was raised. 

Till Giaffir's quail'd and shrunk askance — 
And why — he felt, but dnrat not tell, 
" Much I misdoubt this wayward boy 
Will one day work me more annoy : 
I never loved him from his birth. 
And— but his arm is little worth. 
And ecarcely iu ihe ciiase could cope 
With timid fawn or antelope, 
Far less would venture into strife 
Where man contends for fame and life — 
I would not trust that look or tone : 
No — nor the blood so near my own. 
That blood — he hath not heard — uo more — 
I'll watch liim closer than before. 
He is an Arab' to my sigiit. 
Or Christian crouching in the fight- 
But hark ! — I hear Zuleika's voice; 

Like Ilouria' hymn it meets mine ear : 
She is the otl'spring of my choice ; 

Oh ! more than ev'n her mother dear. 
With all to hope, and nought to fear — 
My Peri I ever welcome here ! 
Sweet, as the desert fountain's wave 
To lips just cool'd in time to save — 

Such to my longing sight art thou ; 
Nor can they waft to Mecca's shrine 
More thanks for life, than I for thine, 

Who blest thy birth and bless thee now." 



Fair, as the first that fell of womankind. 

When on that dread yet lovely serpent smiling, 

Whose image then was slamp'd upon her mind — 
But once beguiled — and ever more beguiling; 

n ibe complimsDl * hundrcid (bid) ei 
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Dazzling, as tlial, oil ! too transcend e lit vision 
To Sorrow's pliau torn -peopled slumber given, 

When heart meets heart again in dreams Elysian, 
And paints the lost on Earth revived in Heaven 

Soft, as the memory of buried love ; 

Pure, aa the prayer which Childliood wafta above; 

Was she — the daughter of that rude old Chief, 

Who met the maid with tears — but not of grief. 

Who hath not proved liow feebly words essay* 
To fix one spark of Beauty's heavenly ray ? 
Who doth not feel, until hia failing sight 
Faints into dimness with its own delightj 
His changing cheek, his sinking heart confess 
The might, the majesty of Loveliness ? 
Such was Zuleika, such around her shone 
The nameless charms unmark'd by her alone — 
The light of love, the purity of grace, 
The mind, the Music ' breatldng from her face. 
The heart whose softness harmonized the whole, 
And oh I that eye was in itself a Soul ! 

Her graceful arms in meekness bending 
Across her gently-budding breast ; 

* [ThiM tweWe fine lioea were added m the caune of printing.} 
' Thii eiprcuioD boa met with objectiiin*. 1 will Dot refer to " Him who hath ni 
Music in hii booI," but merely requeet the render to reoolleot, for ten ncani]^ I 
featura of the vomu) whom he belieTci to In the most btmutifnl ; and, if be tl 
doai Dot comprehend fullj what i> feebly expressed in the above line, I alutll be M 
lor ua both. For an eloquent puB^e in the latest work of the first female writs 
this, perhupe of any, age, on iJie analogy (and the immediate compaiiaon eidted I? 
tliat analogy) between "painting and musio," see vol. iii., cap. ID, De L'ALLnuoni. 
And is not Ihia conoection still strooger with the original than the eopj I with the 
colooring of Nature than of Ait I After all, this us rather to be felt than deseiibed ; 
still I think there are some who will understand it, at least they would ban doM 
had thsy beheld the cuuntenauce whose speaking harmooy suggested the idea ; to 
this passage ii noC drawn from imagination but laotnory, that mirror whioh Affliatim 
dashes to the earth, and looking down upon the fragiuents, only beholds the refieotka 
multiplied I [Two Tersions of the liue prewded the one in the t«it :— "Mind on bn 
lip, and musio in her face," and "The mind of muuo breathing in her hae." It wu 
ailpged tlat Lord Hyrou owed the idea to a line of the lyric poet Lorelaoe, '"Tba 
melody and muaio of her face." Eir Thomas Browne, too, had wHlten, "Tbera li 
miuic eren in beanty." The effect of the appeal to Madame da 8lael is Uimi neaided 
in "Byron's Diary" of December 7, 1313 :— "This morning, a veiy pret^ btUil 
from the StaeL She has been pleased to be ph'osed with my alight eulogy is I' 
note anneied to the ' Bride.' "| 
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At one kind word those Arms extending 
To clasp the neck of him who blest 
His child caressing and careat, 
Zuleika came — and Giafiir felt 
His purpose half within him melt : 
Not that against her fancied weal 
His heart though stern could ever feel ; 
Affection chain'd her to that heart ; 
Ambition tore the links apart. 



" Znleika ! child of gentleness ! 

How dear this very daj must tell, 
When I forget my own distress. 

In losing what I love so well, 

To bid thee wilh another dwell : 

Another I and a braver man 

Was never seen in battle's van. 

We Moslem reck not much of blood; 
But yet the line of Carasman' 

Unchanged, unchangeable hath stood 
First of the bold Timariot bands 

That won and well can keep tlieir lands. 

Enough that he w!io comes to woo 

Is kinsman of the Bey Uglou : 

His years need scarce a thought employ ; 

I would not have thee wed a boy. 

And thou shalt have a noble dower : 

And his and my united power 

Will laugh to scorn the death-firman, 

Which others tremble but to scan. 

And («ach the messenger' what fate 

The bearer of such boon may wait, 

■ CMtuaun OgloD, or Kan Daman Oglon, ia the priooip*! Undholder in TntVej ; 
he gorenii Magncaia ; tbote who, hj t. kind of feudal tennre, posBeai land on 
wnditioii of ierTire, are ailed TimarioU : thej nerve U Si«hiB, according to the 
extent of tenilorj, and bting a certain namber into tha Geld, generall; ntTuJiy. 

* When * Ptaih la Buffidentl^ strong to reaiit, the aiugle muBiuiger, vho i> alirayi 
Iha fint bnm of the order for hia death, is strangled instead, and wimetJmeB 6\e or 
£1, one after (be other, an the ume ermnd, by (ommand of ths lefractoiy pnticnt : 
U, on the NDtrii7, lie Ls •"eaV or I'jj'al, he bows, kisses the Sallan'i reBpectable 



^H a, on the 
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Aii(! now thou kuow'st thy fatlier's will j 
All that thy sex hath need to know ; 

"IVas mine to teach obedience still — 
The way to love, thy lortl mav show." 



In silence bow'd the virgin's head ; 

And if her eye was fiU'd with tears 
That stifled feeling dare not sheJ, 
And changed her cheek from pale to red. 

And red to pale, as tlirough her ears 
Those winged words like arrows sped. 

What could such be but maiden fears ? 
So bright the tear in Beauty's eye, 
Love half regrets to kiss it dry ; 
So sweet the biuab of Bashfulness, 
Even Pity scarce can wish it less ! 



Whate'er it was the sire forgot ; 

Or if remeraber'd, mark'd it not ; 

Thrice clapp'd his hands, and cali'd hb steed,' 

Resigned his gem-adorn'd chibouque,' 
And mounting featly for the mead, 

With Maugrabee* and Mamaluke, 

His way amid his Delis took,* 
To witness many an active deed 
With sabre keen, or blunt jerreed. 
The Kislar oidy and his Moors 
W'atcli well the Ho ram's massy doors. 



k Bod ii bumtnmg wHti gtt^i eompljkceoej. In IftlO, MTual at 
wcmdU w>n axhiUud in Uie nicha uT tfag Svnylio ^itte ; wnoDg otlun 
Md of the Frwlu a( Sa^dkt, > bnTS joong nuui, cut uff bj traMherj, 

' QlMpfOBtf otUu lunda C4lli tha nrruU. The Tiuki hute ft aapaflMW 
diluc at Tfllcs, knd tbof hara no belli. 

■ " Chlbonqaa." tbc Tatkiab pipo, of whiob the unbcr mouth-piece, ftud 
tlw hall wbicb <DDl4iai tha Int, k adoniad with |ire(!loiu iMuca, if in pnaw 
tha wwtlthier ordan. 

• " Mangraboo," Hwiriih marmwriea. 

* " Dtlli," bmnja "hu fuim Iho forlom hope of the MTilrj, and alwaja brgi 
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His head was leant upon his haiid. 

His eye look'd o'er the dark blue water 
That awiftiy glides and gently sweUs 
Between the winding Dardanelles ; 
But yet he saw nor sea nor straud. 
Nor even his Pacha's turban'd band 

Mix in the game of mimic slaughter, 
Careering cleave the folded felt ' 
With sabre stroke right sharply dealt ; 
Nor mark'd the javelin-darting crowd. 
Nor heard their Oilahs' wild and loud — 
He thought but of old Ginffir'a daughter I 



No word from Selim's bosom broke; 
One sigh Zuleika's thought bespoke ; 
Still gazed he through the lattice grate, 
Pale, mute, and mournfully sedate. 
To him Zuleika's eye was turn'd. 
But little from his aspect ieani'd : 
Equal her grief, yet not the same ; 
Her heart confess'd a gentler Hame : 
But jet that heart, alarmed or weak. 
She knew not wliy, forbade to apeak. 
Yet speak she must — but when essay ? 
" How strange lie thus should turn away ! 
Mot thus we e'er before have met; 
Not thus sliall be our parting yet." 
Thrice paced she slowly through the room. 
And watch'd his eye — it still was fix'd : 
She snatch'd the urn wherein was mix'd 



■ A twinlad !M i 
Hnanilniui umii c«i 
!• uKd (at the >ame 

• "0i]»h«," AlU il Allah, the " LeUi»»," 
•DiiDd U OlUh ; icrrot which the Torke, to 
lanunlarlj during the jerreed, or in the cham, but moettj in hoi 
tim in the field, anil gniitj in the chunber, with their pip«H udi 



naed for Bcimitiir practice hj the Tnrha, and Tew bnt 

rongh it at a dngle Btrohe : sometimes a tough lurhun 

The jerre^ is a game of blunt javelins, animated and 



the Spanish poets call them, the 



L 
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The Persian Atar-gul's' perfume, 
Auil sprinkled all its odours u'er 
The pictured roof* and marUe floor; 
The drops, that through hia glittering vest 
The playful girl's appeal address'd. 
Unheeded o'er his bosom flew. 
As if that breast were marble too. 
" What, sullen yet ? it must not be— 
Oh ! gentle Seliiu, this from thee ! " 
She saw iu curious order set 

The fairest flowers of eastern land — 
" He loved them once ; may touch them yet, 

Tf offer'd by Zuleika's iiand," 
The childish thought was hardly breatiied 
Before the rose was pluck'd atid wreathed ; 
The neit fond moment saw her seat 
Her fairy form at Selim's feet : 
"This rose to calm ray brother's cares 
A message from the Bulbul * bears ; 
It says to-night he will prolong 
For Selim's ear liis sweetest song; 
And though his note is somewhat snd, 
He'll try for once a strain more glad, 
With some faint hope his alter'd lay 
May sing these gloomy thoughts away. 



" What ! not receive my foolish flower ? 

Nay then I am indeed unbleat ; 
On me can thus thy forelieaJ lower ? 

And know'st thou not who loves thee best ? 



" AUt-gnl," olUi of ro 



Th( Pi^rainn i> the final. 
. „ . - . <•' rnllier willi, of the Mnnutrun >. -- i 

tmCAllT punttd. in grant hoius, with odd eVerBml uid higfalT-eolonred new of I 
ComUutiiuplc, vhcnin the principal fi«tare ii > noUo coDUmpt of pMsptal)v«[ 
below, arnit, Mimitua. Jia,, an, in (oneral, bnoifiilljr and not iDcleguitl} diapond. 

■ It bia been mnch doubted whither the notia of thia " LorBT uf the naa " an aid j 
or merr; ; and Mr, Poi'i moarki on the labjort hate protokeJ aame baiBcil M 
troTvnr ai tn the opiniou of the ancient* oa the iDhjeiil. I dare not (oatMa 
^jniMitare an the poinV (lioagh a little uwlitnd to the " errace maUam," kt., if Hn. 
fgi WM RiiMaken. 
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Oh, Selim dear ! oh, more thau dearest I 

Saj, is it me thou hat'st or fearcstP 

Come, lay thy head upon my breast. 

And 1 will kiss thee into rest. 

Since words of mine, and songs most fail, 

Ev'n from my fabled nightingale. 

I knew our sire at times was stern. 

But this from thee had yet to leani : 

Too well I know he loves thee not ; 

But is Zuleika's love forgot P 

Ah ! deem I right P the Pacha's plan — 

This kinsman Bey of Carasmaii 

Perhaps may prove some foe of tliiiie. 

It so, I swear by Mecca's shrine,- 

If shrines that ne'er approach allow 

To woman's step admit Ircr vow, — 

Without thy free consent, command. 

The Sultan should not have my hurid ! 

Think'st thou that I could bear to part 

"With thee, and learn to lialve my heart ? 

Ah I were I sever'd from thy side. 

Where were thy friend — and who nij guideP 

Years have not seen, Time shall not see, 

The hour that tears my soul from thee ; 

Ev'n Azrnel,' from his deadly quiver 

WLen flies that shaft, and fly it must. 
That parts all else, shall doom for ever 

Our hearts to undivided dust I " 



He lived, he breathed, he moved, he felt; 
He raised the maid from where she knelt; 
His trance was gone, his keen eye shone 
With thoughts that long in darkness dwelt; 
With thoughts that burn — in rays that mdb 
As the stream late conceal'd 
By the fringe of its willows, 
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■When it ruahcs reveal'd 

In the light of its billows ; 
As the bolt bursts od high 

From ttie bkck cloud that bound it, 
riash'd the sou! of that eye 

Through the long lashes round it. 
A war-horse at the trumpet's sound, 
A lion roused by heedless liouud, 
A tyrant waked to sudden strife 
By graze of ill-directed knife. 
Starts not to more convulsive life 
Than he, who heard that vow, displaj'd, 
And all, before represa'd, betray'd : 
"Now thou art mine, for ever mine, 
"With life to keep, and scare*; witli life resign; 
Now thou art mine, that sacred oath. 
Though swoni by one, bath bound us both. 
Yes, fondly, wisely bast thou done ; 
Tliat vow hath saved more heads than one : 
But blench not thou — thy si [n pleat treaa 
Claims more from me than tenderness; 
I would not wrong the slenderest hair 
That clusters round thy forehead fair, 
For all the treasures buried far 
Within the caves of Istakar.* 
This morning clouds upon me lower'd, 
Keprottches on rny head were ahower*d. 
And GiafHr almost cidl'd me coward I 
Now I have motive to be brave ; 
The sou of his nef^lected slave. 
Nay, start not, 'iwns the term he gave. 
May show, though little apt to vaunt, 
A heart his words nor deeds can diiuiit. 
//m son, indeed I — yet, thanks to thee, 
Penhancc I am, at least shall be ; 
But lei our [ilighted eecrel vow 
He only known to us as now. 
I know the wretch who dares demand 
From Giaffir thy reluctant haud; 

* TIw tnanm el Hi* Pra-AiUiiLiU Snllani. 8«r D'Bubrlal, utjdc iHalmr. 
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More ill-got wealth, a meaner soul 

Holds not a Mussulim's' control ; 

"Was he not bred in Egripo ? ' 

A viler race let Israel show I 

But let that pass — to none be told 

Our oath ; the rest shall time unfold. 

To me and mine leave Osman Bey ! 

I've partisans for peril's day : 

Think not I am what I appear ; 

I've anna, and friends, and vengeance near." 



"Think not thou art what thou appe&test I 

My Selim, thou art sadly changed : 
This morn I saw thee gentlest, dearest; 

But now thou'rt from thyself estranged. 
My love thou surely knew'st before. 
It ne'er was less, nor can be more. 
To see thee, hear thee, near thee stay. 

And hate the night I kuow not why. 
Save that we meet not but by day ; 

With thee to live, with thee to die, 

I dare not to mj hope deny : 
Thy cheek, thine eyes, thy lipa to kiss, 
Lite this — aud this — no more than this; 
For, Allah ! sure thy lips are flame ; 

What fever in thy veins is flushing? 
My own have nearly caught the same, 

At least I feel my cheek, too, blushing. 
To soothe thy sickness, watch thy health. 
Partake, but never waste thy wealth, 
Or stand with smiles uumurmuring by. 
And lighten half thy poverty ; 
Do all but close thy dying eye. 
For that I could not live to try ; 



"lC<UKlup,"a eoyflmnr, tl 

uid Hum c«me tbe Agu. 

" Bgri[«," the Negropont. Aoiardiiig to the pi 

I of Siloiiia. uid the Greeks uf Athens, are the 



rank after & Panha ; * WAjwode is tha 
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To these alone my tlioughts aspin: -. 

Uore can I do P or tliou require I* 

But, Selim, thou must answer wliy 

We need bo much of mystery? 

The cause I cautiot dream nor t«ll. 

But be it, since thou say'st 'lis well ; 

Yet what thou mean'st by 'arms' and 'friemls,' 

Beyond my weaker sense extends, 

I meant that GiafEr should have heard 

The very vow I pliglited thee; 
His wratli would not revoke my word : 

But surely he would leave me free. 

Can this fond wish aeem strange in m^ 
To be what I have ever been ? 
What other hath Znleika seen 
From aimple childhood's earliest hour? 

What other can she seek to see 
Than thee, companion of her bower, 

The partner of her infancy ? 
These cheriah'd thoughts with life begun. 

Say, why must I no more avow ? 
What cliange is wrought to make me shun 

The truth ; my pride, and thine tiU now P 
To meet the gaze of stranger's eyes 
Our law, our creed, our God denies j 
Nor shall one wandering thought of mine 
At such, our Prophet's will, repine : 
Ifo! happier made by that decree. 
He left me all in leaving tliee. 
Deep were my angoisii, thus compell'd 
To wed with one I ne'er beheld : 
This wherefore should I not reveal? 
AVhy wilt thou uige me lo conceal? 
1 know the Pacha's haughty mood 
To thee hath never boded good ; 
And he so often storms at nought, 
Allah I forbid that e'er he ought 1 
And why I know not, but within 
My hcarl concenlmrnt woiglm like tin. 
If then such secrecy be crime, 
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And such it feels while lurking here; 
Oh, Selim ! Ull me jet in time, 

Nor leave me thus to thoaghts of fear. 
Ah ! yonder see the Tchocadar,' 
Mj father leaves the mimic war ; 
I tremble now to meet hia eye^ 
Say, Selim, canst thou tell me why ? " 



"Zuleika — to thy tower's retreat 

Betake tbee — Qiaffir I can greet : 

And now with him I fain must prate 

Of firmans, imposts, levies, state. 

There's fearful news from Danube's banks. 

Our Yizier nobly thins Ids ranks. 

For which the Giaour may give him thanks I 

Our Sultan bath a shorter way 

Such costly trium|jh to repay. 

But, mark me, when the twiliL,'ht drum 

Hatb wam'd the troops to food and sleep, 
TJnto thy cell with Seiim come ; 

Then softly from the Ilaram creep 

Where we may wander by the deep ; 

Out garden battlements are steep; 
Mor these will rash intruder climb 
To list our words, or stint our time; 
And if he dotli, I want not steel 
Which some have felt, and more may feel. 
Then shalt thou learn of Selim more 
Than thou hast heard or thought before : 
Trust me, Zuleika — fear not me ! 
Thou know'st I hold a Haram key." 



"Fear thee, my Selim ! ne'er till now 

Did word like this " 

" Delay not tliou ; 

" Tohoc»d«r ' — Doe of Ihe atlendauLs »ho praocdea a iu«n of 



i 
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I keep the key — and Harouii's guard 
Have some, and hope of mare reward. 
To-night^ Zuleika^ thou shalt hear 
My tale, my purpose, and my fear : 
I am not, love I what I appear/' 



^■EO^BI 
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CANTO THE SECOND. 
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H 


Thb wintls are high on Belle's wave. 


^1 


As on that night of stormy water 


^M 


When Love, who sent, forgot to save 


^M 


The young, the beautiful, the brave. 


^M 


The lonely hope of Sestos' daughter. 


^M 


Oh ! when alone along the sky 


^M 


Her turret-torch was blazing high, 


^M 


Though rising gale, and breaking foam. 


^M 


And Bhrieking sea-birds wam'd him home; 


^M 


And clouds aloft and tides below. 


^f 


With signs and sounds, forbade to go. 




He could not see, he would not hear, 




Or sound or sign foreboding fearj 




His eye but saw that light of love. 




The only star it hail'd above; 




His ear but rang with Hiiro's song, 




" Te waves, divide not lovers long ! " — 




That tale is old, but love anew 




Hay nerve young hearts to prove as true. 




n. 
The winds are high and Helle's tide 




Rods darkly heaving to the main ; 




And Night's descending shatlows hide 




Tlint field with blood beduw-d in vain. 




The desert of old Priam's pride; 




The tombs, sole relics of his reign, 


^ 


Mm 
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All — save immortal drearaa that could beguilu 
The bibd old man of Scio's rocky isle ! 



Oh ! ^et — for there my steps liave beeo ; 

These fu'Ct liave press'd the sacred shore, 
ThfiBe limbs that buoyant wave hath bonie — 
Minstrel I with thee to muse, to mourUj 

To trace agaiu those lielda of yore, 
Beheving every hillock green 

Contains no fabled hero's ashes. 
And that around the undoubted scene 

Thine own " broad Hellespont " ' slill daahea. 
Be long my lot ! and cold were he 
Who there could gaze denying thee ! 



The night hath closed on Helle's stream. 

Nor yet hath risen on Ida's hill 
That moon, which shone on his high theme : 
No warrior chides her peaceful beam. 

Bat conscious sliephcrds bless it still. 
Their flocks arc grazing on the mound 

Of him who felt the Dardan's arrow : 
That mighty heap of gother'd ground 
Which Ammon's son ran proudly round,' 
By nations raised, by monarchs crown'd. 

Is now a lone and nameless barrow ! 
Within — tliy dwelling-place how narrow ! 

' Tfa« VT&ngling tbmit thia epitliet, "Ibe bnai ReOttjmA" cr 11m *' 
Helltapoot," whetber it nmn* one or the oUier, ot «bal it mauit lU all. 
bcjood all pOHiUlitj of dMuI. 1 ban avui htiri it dijipuled un the inot ; and not 
faraterint ■ ipMdy enadiuioD lo Uw oontnvcnf, uDOaed njadf wilJi HrimiDing 
■CTOM It in Uw mciui tlm* ; Mid probaUj maf a^uo, bctoni tlw pniut ii aettlnL 
Indeed, the qneation u to Um truth ot "tlia title ot Trcf diiine" Hill coutinuc*. iDach 
(if it Kating npoo the laltmuuilD irord '*■««(«;" prohaUy Boraer bad tbe Mm* 
aatiim of dktancc that a ooqnotla hat of tine ; and vben ha lalka ef bouBdlta^ 
MMW half a aile ; aa the Utter, b; « like Sgnn, wh«n abe u;i cMnMt attaehaeat, 
•imply ipedSai thrae weeJu. 

■ Bebn hii Petatan ianaion, and ennnl the alUr vith launl, ke. Ha «aa 
anorwarda iwlalad by CanoUa in bia nee. It ia belUred that the Uitalaepdwwd 
■ friend, nanad Peatiu, (ot the hIu of nen PatrwUn gamea. I ban leeB IM aheap 
(oediac OB tbe iMDba ot i£^t«and Antilwhiu : tba lint ii in the ocntr* of tbe plain. 
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Without — can only strangers breathfl 
The uame of him that toa^ beneath : 
Duat long outlasts the storied stone ; 
But Thou — thy very dust is gone ! 



Late, kte to-night will Diaii cheer 

The swain, and chase the boatman's fear; 

Till then — no beacon ou the cliff 

May shape the course of struggling skiff; 

The scatter'd lights that skirt the bay. 

All, one by one, have died away ; 

The only lamp of this lone hour 

Is glimmering in Zuleika's tower. 

Yes ! there ia light in that lone chamber. 

And o'er her silken ottoman 
Are thrown the fragrant beads of amber, 

O'er which her fairy fingers ran ; ' 
Near these, with emerald rays beset, 
(How could she thus that gem forget ?) 
Her mother's suinl«d amulet,* 
Whereon engraved the Koorsee text, 
Could smooth this life, and win the next ; 
And by her comboloio* lies 
A Koran of illumined dyes; 
And many a bright eiublazon'd rhyme 
By Persian scribes redeem'd from time ; 
And o'er those scrolls, not oft so mute, 
Beclines her now neglected lute ; 
And round her lamp of fretted gold 
Bloom flowers in urns of China's mould : 



able. 



' When mbbcd, the amlter ia Buaceptibla of it perfome, vMch U slight, but not 

or encloecd in gold boxes, conUtiDiDg 
KriEt. or &na, is still noiversal in tts 
coDd mp, of tbe Korui ioKrHaa the 



• The belief in imnleU MiBrsTed on ( 
Knpe (rom the Koran, woin roond the n< 
Eut. The Kuoraea (throne) Terae in t 
•tlribnt™ of the Most High, ud ia wpw 
Ulhe roost esleemed snd sublime of all senlCnc^eB. 

• " Comboloio" — a Turkish rosarj. The MS8., particnlarljr those of the Persians, 
«n riebl]' adonied and illuminated. The Oreek females are kept in ntter igoonnre ; 
but many of the Tnikish girls are bighlj accoroptiahed, though not actnallT qoalided 
tat a Chriatiaii coterie. FeihapB some of our awn " bluci" might not be th* wane 
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The nchest work of Iran's loom, 
And Shecraz* tribute of i)erfume ; 
Ail that CAD e^e or senoe delight 

Are gather'd iii that gorgeous room : 

But jet it hath an air of gloom. 
She, of this Peri cell the sprite, 
What doth she henc«, and on so rude a night t 



Wrapt iu the darkest sable vest, 

Which none save noblest Moslem wear. 
To guard from winds of heaven the breast 

As heaven itself to Selim dear. 
With cautious steps the thicket threading, 

And starting oft, as through the gliulc 

The gust its hollow moanings made. 
Till on the smoother pathway treading. 
More free her timid bosom beat, 

Tlie maid pursued her silent guide ; 
And though her terror urged retreat. 

How could she quit her Selira's side ? 

How teach her tender lips to elude ? 



They reach'd at length a grotto, hewn 

By nature, but enlarged by art. 
Where oft her lute she wont to rune. 
And oft her Koran conn'd apart ; 
And oft in youthful reverie 
She drcani'd what Paradise might be • 
Where woman's parted soul shall go 
Her Prophet had disdain'd to show ; 
But ScUut'a mansion was secure, 
Nor deem'd she, could he long endura 
His bower in other worlds of bliss 
Without Aw, most beloved in this 1 
Oh I wbo ao dear with him could dwell f 
WTinl Hnuri soothe him half so well P 
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Since last she visited the spot 

Some change aeem'd wrought within the grot: 

It might be on]} that tlic night 

Disguised things seen by better hght : 

That brazen lamp but dimlj threw 

A ray of no celestial hue ; 

But in a nook within the cell 

Her eye on stranger objects fell. 

There arms were piled, not such as wield 

The turban'd Dehs in the field ; 

But brands of foreign blade and hilt. 

And one was red — perchance with guilt ! 

Ah ! how without can blood be spilt H 

A cup too on the board was set 

That did not seem to hold sherbet. 

What may this mean ? she tuni'd to see 

Her Selim — " Oh ! can this be he ? " 



His robe of pride was thrown aside. 

His brow no high-crown'd turban bore, 
But in its stead a shawl of red. 

Wreathed lightly round, his temples wore : 
That dagger, on whose hilt the gem 
Were worthy of a diadem. 
No longer glitter'd at his waist. 
Where pistols unadoni'd were braced; 
And from his belt a sabre swung. 
And from Ids shoulder loosely hung 
The cloak of white, the thin capote 
That decks the wandering Candiote ; 
Beneath — his golden plated vest 
Clung like a cuirass to his breast ; 
The greaves below his knee that wound 
With silvery scales were sheathed and bonud. 
Bat were it not that high command 
Spake in his eye, and tone, and hand, 
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All that a careless eye could 
In him was some young 



" I said I was not wliat I seem'd ; 

AJid uow thou see'st my words were trao : 
I huve a tale thou hast not dream'd, 

If Booth — its truth must others rue. 
Mj storj- now 'twere vain to hide, 
I must not see thee Osiuan's bride : 
But had not thine own lips declared 
How much of that young heart I shared, 
I could not, must not, yet have shown 
The darker secret of my own. 
In this I speak not now of love ; 
That, let time, truth, and peril prove: 
But first — Oh ! never wed another — 
Zoleika ! I am not thy brother!" 



"Ohl not ray brother! — yet unsay — 

God I am I left alone on cortii 
To moum — I dare not curse — the day' 

That saw my sohtary birth ? 
Oh ! thou wilt love me now no more ! 

My sinking heart foreboded ill ; 
But know me all I was before, 

Tliy sister— friend— Zuleika still. 
Thou led'st me here perchance to kill ; 

If thou hast cause for vengeance, see I 
M J breast is offer'd - tdke thy Gil 1 

Far better with the dead to be 

Than live thus nothing now lo thee : 

' " Oslinngfe" — or Qalinngi, > •Hlar. Uut in. k Turlufh nilur i the OrecfcB 
nCTigite, the Turki work lh« gmw. Their dnaa ia [deturcaqiK ; Kod I luo iBni tb* 
Opilan ?arh>, more Uian once, *earitig it u > kind of meog. That les>i honter, 
■re graetallT uked. The biukim deeoribcil in the text u ahnlhed hehiDd with 
■ilfcr irs thcae of es Amant robber, who vu mj boat (he bed qnitted the proliadaa} 
at hi« ffrgo, niu OneVinni in the Uanm ; liuj were plMed in Kftlee DM aver Ih* 



[•• To CDiw— if 1 «iulJ cune— the daj.-'^Hd.] 
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Perhaps far worse, for now I know 
Wlj Giafiir always seem'd thv fou ; 
And I, alas t am GinfOr's child, 
Tor whom thou wert coiilemn'dj reviled. 
If not tlij sister — would'st tliou save 
My life, Oh 1 hid me be thy slave !" 



" My slave, Zuleika ! — nay, I'm thine : 

But, gentle love, this transjiort calm, 
Thy lot shall yet be link'd with mine ; 
I swear it by our Propliet's shrine. 

And be that thought thy sorrow's balm. 
So may the Koran ' verse display'd 
Upon its steel direct my blade. 
In danger's hour to guard us both. 
As I preserve that awful oath ! 
The name in which tby heart hath priJi-d 

Must change; but, my Zuleika, kmiw, 
That tie is widen'd, not divided. 

Although thy Sire's my deadliest foe. 
My father was to GiafBr all 

That Selim late was deem' J to thee; 
That brother wrought a brother's fall. 

But spared, at least, ray infancy ! 
And luU'd me with a vain deceit 
That yet a like return may meet. 
He nai'A me, not with tender help. 

But like the nephew of a Cain ; ' 



■ The chumclen on kll Toiliifih scimitars < 
cif th^r niAnniutDTe, l>at more genenUy \ 
Amongat tbme in mj poBsesaion is one witli 
Terj browJ, and the edge notched into eerpe 
the nBToiDg of Uime. I uked the Armen 
■ fipire oodM add : 



Dloin Bometinira tbe name of the pUcc 
It from the Koran, in Irttera of gold. 
. bliide of singnlar KmBtmcdon : it is 
ine Forres like tbe ripple of water, or 
n irbo Bidd e^ what poBstble use tiacb 
f ; but the Moeeolmana 



a idea that thoK of this form gave a 
it «M "imi fence." I did not much »di 
pBCuIiaritj. 

* It ii to be oteened, that eterj bUudod to any thing or penonage in tbe Old 
TeMament, roch as t^e Ark, or Cain, is equellj the pritilege of Unsnilinan and Jev : 
indeed, the former profess lo be much better acqnainted with the liies, tme and 
bbnlana, of the patrisjphi. than is warranted by onr own sasred writ ; and not mnlent 
vitli Adam, the; baie a tuography of Fre-Adainilea. SoIoddd is the mouucb of all 
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lie watoh'd me liie a lion's whdp, 

Tliat giiaws and yet maj break his chain. 
My father's blood ia every vein 
Is boiling ! but for thy dear sake 
No present vengeance will I tjike ; 

Though here I must uo more remain. 
But first, beloved ZiJeika ! hear 
How Giaffir wrought this deed of fear. 



' How first their strife to ranooor grew. 

If love or envy made them foes, 
It matters little if I knew ; 
Id fiery spirits, slights, though few 

And thoughtless, will disturb repose. 
In war AfadaUah's arm was strong, 
Bemember'd yet in Do^niac song. 
And Faswau's ' rebel hordes attest 
How little love they bore such guest: 
His death is all I need relatCj 
Tlie stem efTcci of Gtaffir's bate ; 
And how my birth disclosed to me, 
Whate'cr beside it makes, bath made me free. 



^H * - -.-.- „ . 

^^H ntnmui I7 Hi. Mumjr, u bi the prwimrtT «f lukiug ■ UuhuIduui irtrnk of Cun. 

^^H LmBjIOB hM Um tin prvmling nolv— "for Uw benefit of thi ignur 

L 



"When Paswan, after years of strife, 
At last for power, but first for life, 
In Widdiu's walls too proudly sate, 
Our Pachas rallied round tlic state ; 
Nor last nor least in high commniid, 
Each brother led a separate band ; 

f, and iitmt > nrophot infaruit otilj to Chriit ux) IiUhuoMt. Zultdka 1* 
I IBOM of PoUpuu'i wife ; ud ber unour oith Jam\ih ooaMitutca OM uf 
ik* tattk pMBM in tliajr Unguaga. It u, tbenlbn. 00 viaUtJun of ooitiuue to put 
«£ Ciin, or No«k, into the DDath of a Hoalon. — ISuno doubt lunng lita 
' ■- iMiui ■ 

• ltQB|i Of ngu," bf Hji, "lor nj poetry 
^ oa tkow poinU. I will oomlat luatllT,"] 
a OglaB, tba nlwl uf Wiiltlio ; wbv, lor tlie Iwl )ran of liia Ulr, Ml Uw 
whole po<nr vS ike PirU at ddiaiiM 
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They gave their horse-tails' to tho wind, 

And mustering in Sophia's pkii: 
Their tents were pitch 'd, their post ossign'd ; 

To one, alas ! assign'd in vain ! 
What need of words ? the deadly bowl, 

By Gialfir's order drugg'd and given. 
With venom subtle as hia soul, 

Dismiss'd Abdallah's hence to heaven. 
Beclined and feverish in the bath, 
lie, when the hunti^r's sport was up, 
Bui' little deem'U a brother's wrath 

To quench liis thirst had such a cup : 
The bowl a bribed attendant bore ; 
He drank one draught,' aor needed more 1 
If tfaou my tale, Zuleika, doubt. 
Call Uaroun — he can tell it out. 



"The deed once done, and Paswan's feud 
In part suppress'd, though ne'er subdued, 

Abdallttli's Paehaiick was gain'd : — 
ThoQ know'st not what in our Divan 
Can wealth procure for worse than man — 

Abdallah's honours were obtain'd 
By him a brother's murder stain'dj 
"fis true, the purchase nearly drain'd 
His ill-got treasure, soon replaced. 
Would'st question whence ? Sur\'ey the waste. 
And ask the squalid peasant how 
His gains repay his broiling brow ! — 
Why me the stern usurper spared. 
Why thus wif.h me his palace shared, 
I know not. Shame, regret, remorse, 
And little fear from infant's force ; 

' "Horae-tail," — IheitaniJiird ofn PmIul 

* GutflSr, Paoba of Argjro QiBtro, or Scutori, I vo not sate wbich, was artnallj 
Ukcn off t<j tlie AI1>BDian Ali, id the maimer deacribed in the tcit. Ali Faolia, 
vhile I TU in the connlrj, married the daughter nf bia victim, aome jeara afbir tha 
event had tahen place at a bath in E<i[ihiB or Adrianople. The pviaon Has milH) 
in tlie cup dT coffee, which ia priM^nteil before the aheibet b; the htttb keeper, iSler 
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Besides, adoption as a son 
By liim whom Heaven accorded none, 
Or some unknown cabal, caprice. 
Preserved me thus : — but not in peace : 
He cannot curb Ids Uaught; mood. 
Nor I forgive a father's blood. 



"Within thy father's house are foes; 

Not all who break ]iis bread are true : 
To these sbould 1 nay birth disclose. 

His days, his verj hours were few : 
They only want a heart to lead, 
A hand to point Hiem to the AtviL 
But HarouD only kni'vra, or knew 

lliis tale, who<ie cl ise is almost nigh ; 
He in Abdallah's palnce gren. 

And held that pos' in his Serai 

Which holds he here — he saw him die; 
But what could single slavery doP 
Avenge his lord ? alan I too late ; 
Or save his son from such a fate? 
He chose the last, and when elate 

With foes subdued, nr friaids betray'd* 
Proud Giaffir in high (riumph sate. 
He led me helpless to his gate, 

And not in vain it H'ems essay'd 

To save the life fo'- which he pray'd. 
The knowledge of my birth secured 

From all and each, but most from me* 
Thus Oiaffir's safety was ensured. 

Removed he too from Itoumelie 
To this our Asiatic side, 
For from our seats liy Dannbe's tide. 

With none but Haroun, who retains 
Such knowledge — and that Nubian feels 

A tyrant's "rnretc are but chains, 
Krum which the captive gladly steals. 
And this and more to me reveal? : 
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Such still to guilt just Alia sendfr— 
Slaves, tooia, accomplices — do &iends 1 



"All this, Zuleika, harshly sounds; 

But harsher still my tale mast be : 
Howe'er ray tongue thy softness wounds. 

Yet I must prove all truth to thee. 

I saw thee start this garb to see. 
Yet is it one I oft have worn. 

And long must wear : this Qaliongee, 
To whom thy plighted vow is sworn, 

Is leader of those pirate hordes, 

Whose lawE and lives are on their swords ; 
To hear whose desolating tale 
Would make thy waning cheek more pale: 
Those arms thou see'st my band have brought. 
The hands that wield are not remote; 
This cup too for the rugged knaves 

Is fill'd — once quaff' d, they ne'er repine: 
Our Prophet might forgive the slaves; 

They're only infidels in wine. 



" What could I be ? Proscribed at home. 
And taunted to a wish to roam ; 
And hstless left— for Giaffir's fear 
Denied the courser and the spear- 
Though oftr— Oh, Mahomet I how oft I — 
In full Divan the despot scofi'd. 
As if my weak unwilling hand 
Refused the bridle or the brand : 
He ever went to war alone. 
And pent me here untried — unknown; 
To Haroun's care with women left, 
By hope unblest, of fame bereft, 
While thou — whose softness long endear'd. 
Though it unmann'd me, still had cheer" d — 
'''■> Krusa's walls for safety sent, 
Awaited'st there the field's event. 
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Haroun who saw my spirit pinin!! 
■ Beneath inaction's sluggish yoke. 
His captive, though with dread resigning. 

My thraldom for a season broke, 
Od promise to return before 
The day when Giaffir's charge was o'ef. 
Tis vain — my tongue can not impart 
My almost drunkenness nf heart, 
When first this libernled eye 
Survey'd Earth, Ocean, Sun, and Sky, 
As if my spirit pierced them through. 
And all their inmost u oiiders knew I 
One word alone can paint lo thee 
That more tlian feeling — I was Free t 
E'en for tlij presence ceased to pine ; 
The World — nav, Heaven itself was mine I 



"The shallop of a trusty Moor 
Conve/d me from this idle sliorej 
I longed to sec the isles that gem 
Old Ocean's purple diadem : 
I sought by turn», and saw them all ;' 

But when and where 1 join'd the crew. 
With whom I'm pledged to rise or fall. 

When all that we design to do 
Is done, 'twill then be time more meet 
To tell thee, when Ibe tale's complete. 



" 'Tia true, they are a lawless brood. 
But rough in form, nor mild in mood ; 
And every creed, and every race. 
With them hath found — may lind a place : 
Bnt open speech, and ready liand, 
Obedience to their chief's comnund; 
A soul for every enterprise. 
That never sees with terror's eyes ; 

ukiili uotiaui at tlmoM Ul iiWrli arc codBd«1 to th> &i 



on.] 
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Friendship for each, and faith to all, 
And vengeance vow'U for those who fall. 
Have made them lilting instruments 
for more than ev'n mj own intents. 
And rame — and I have studied &11 

Distinguish'd from the vulgar mnk, 
Hal chieilT to my council call 

The wisdom of the cautious Frank — 
And some to higher thoughts aspire, 

The last of Lanihro's ' patriots there 

Anticipal«d freedom share; 
And oft around the cavern fire 
On visionary schemes debate, 
To snatcli the Rayahs' from their fate. 
So let them ease their hearts with prate 
Of equal rights, which man ne'er knew ; 
I have a love for freedom too. 
Ay ! let me like the ocean-Patriarch ' roam, 
(> only know on land the Tartar's home 1* 
My tent on shore, my galley on the sea, 
Are more than cities and Seraia to me : 
Rome by my steed, or wafted by my sail. 
Across the desert, or before the gale. 
Bound where thou wilt, ray barb I or glide, my prow • 
But be the star that guides the wanderer. Thou ! 
Tliou, my Zuleika, share and bless my bark ; 
The Dove of peace and promise to mine ark ! ' 

* lambni Canami, a Qreei, (amon* for hie effort*, id 17S8-BO, for tbe iadspendeni* 
of hi* oDontrT. Abuidoned bj Uie Raniuu, be bacsme a pirate, uid the Archipelago 
rn the MeDfl of ion mtarpriisfl. He ii aaid to he rtill alire at Petetehorgh. He aofl 
Hi^ an the two moat eelebnted of the Greek reTolntJonkt^ 

* "B>faha,"--all who pa; the capitatinn bu. called the "Haratch." 

' This £nt of Tojagea ia one of the few with which the MuMiUmaiu profeH much 
anjnalDtuice. 

* The wuideriBg life of the Anbi, Taitan, aod TnrkDmaiii, will b« round well 
dtUuled in an; book oT Baatcm tnTeli. That it poneaKa a chum pecoliar to iteeir. 
F»sDot be denied. A jonug Preach renegado MUifasMd to ChlUaabrund, that he 
ttpier f,>and himwtf alone, gkllopiag m the deeert, without a MuaitioD ■ppraachiag to 
rapture which waa indeiETilabla. 

* (The longest, a« well a« moit iplendid, of thne piwngm, with which the penmal 
nf hn nwn etraJna, daring reTiooii, inipifed him, wu that rich flow of eloquent 
loJiDE which follow* the oonplet, — "Then, mj Zuleika, ibare and hleea mj birk," 
*■:.—» itiain of poetry, which, tor energj and tendemaw of thought, for mneic of 
veTBAcalion, and ielectneea of diction, haa, thronghont the greater portion of it, but 
f>w lirali in either ancient or nolcni Hong. — MooHl.} 
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Or, since that hope ilenieil in worlfls of strife. 

Be thou the rainbow to the storms of life I 

The evening beam that smiles the clouds away. 

And tints to-morrow with prophetic ray I ' 

Blest — as tJie Muezzin's strain from Mecca's wall 

To pilgrims pure and prostrate at his call ; 

Soft — as the melody of youthful days, 

That steals the trembling tear of speechless praise ; 

Dear — as his native song lo Exile's ears. 

Shall sound eacTi tone tliy long-loved voice endears. 

Fnr thee in those bright isles is built a. bower 

Blooming as Aden ' in its earliest hour. 

A thousand swords, with Splim's heart and hand, 

Wait — wave — defend — destroy — at ihy commaud I 

Girt by my band, Zuleika at my side. 

The spoil of milions shall bedeck my bride. 

The Haram's languid years of listless ease 

Are well resign'd for cares — for joys like these i 

Not blind to fate, I see, where'er I rove, 

Uimumher'd perils, — but one only love I 

Yet well my toils shall that fond breast repay. 

Though fortune frown, or falser friends betray. 

How dear the dream in darkest hours of ill. 

Should all be changed, to find thee faithful still t 

Be bat thy soul, like Selim's firmly shown ; 

To thee be Selim's tender as thine own ; 

To soothe each sorrow, share in each delight. 

Blend every thought, do all— but disunite I 

Once free, 'tis mine our horde again to guide; 

Friends to each other, foes lo aught beside ; 



" And tinU to-a 



.(..il'v" 



Lorf Bjrnn bid Mr. Mnmj ehonse betireen ■ ' fwipisd " »n J " 
■uliatitHled tiic felleilatii epithet which Muidt in the l«it. At i 
(•o other teniou. that SiSnrd might ^f^tcl that which wm 



' bat, or tKthtr » 



[ the bupt o! moTDinf with itn nj." 
"And gildi tn'mDrrmr'* hope with hM^enlf i*J."] 
" JuDal-al-Adca," the pnpetnal nbrale, the Uu»uln>aa t*ndiw- 
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Yet tliere we follow but the bent asaiga'J 

By fatal Nature to man's warring kind ; 

Mark ! where his carnage and his conquests ceaae ! 

He makes a soiitudej and calls it — peace ! ' 

I like the lest must use my skill or strength, 

But ask no laud beyond my sabre's length : 

Power sways but by division — her resource 

Tiie blest alternative of fraud or force I 

Oiirs be the last; in time deceit may come 

"When cities cage us in a social home : 

There ev'ii thy soul might err — how oft the lieart. 

Corruption shakes which peril could not part ! 

Aud woman, more than man, when death or voe. 

Or even Disgrace, would lay her lover low. 

Sunk in the lap of Luxury wilt shame — 

Away suspicion I — no( Zuleika's name I 

But life is hazard at the bust ; and liere 

No more remains to win, and much fo fear : 

Yes, fear ! — the doubt, the dread of losing thee. 

By Osraan'a power, and Giaffir's stem decree. 

That dread shall vanish wiih the favouring gale, 

"Which Love to-night hath promised to my sail : 

Jio danger daunts the pair his smile hath blest. 

Their steps still roving, but their hearts at rest. 

With thee all toils are sweet, each clime hath charms ; 

Earth — sea alike — our world within our arms I 

Ay — let the loud winds whistle o'er the deck. 

So that those arms cling closer round my neck ; 

The deepest murmur of this lip shall be,* 

No sigh for safety, but a prayer for thee I 

The war of elemetils no fears impart 

To Love, whuse deadliest hane is human Art : 



[•■Thenif mylipoacBmanDorB, it mint be."— MS. 
I land Bjron tUtca that ht iutended this pofg&ge for ui imitiitiDU uf Medea's i 
*^• MiGDth book of Orid'a UetamorphoKB : — 

" Mj I0T8 posaest, in Jison'i bosom lud. 
Let Ku iwbII high ; — I cannot b« dummj'd 
While I infold my hunlnnd in mj utat : 
Or ihonld I fwir, I shuulii Imt fear his harmi." 

Sinuis' rranilaliim.'i 
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Tiere lie the only rocks our course can check ; 
Sere moments menace — -cAere are years of wreck I 
But hence ye thoughts that rise in Horror's shape I 
This hour bestons, or ever bars escape. 
Few words remain of mine my tale to close ; 
Of thine but one to waft us from our foes ; 
Yea — foes — to me will Giaffir's hate decline? 
And is not Osman, who would part us, thine ? 



" His head and faith from doubt and death 

Eetum'd in time my guard to save ; 

Few heard, none told, lliat o'er the wave 
From iaie to isle 1 roved the while : 
And since, though parted from my band 
Too seldom now I leave the land. 
No deed they've done, nor deed shall do. 
Ere I have heard and dooni'd it too : 
I form the plan, decree the spoil, 
"Tis 6t I oftenex share the toil. 
But now too long I've held thine ear; 
Time presses, floats my bark, and here 
We leave behind but hate and fear. 
To-morrow Osman with his train 
Arrives — to-night must break thy chain : 
And would'st thou save that haughty Bey,— 

Perchance iit life who gave thee thine,— 
With me this hour away — away ! 

But yet, though thou art plighted miu^ 
Would'st thou recall thy willing vow, 
Appall'd by truths imparted now. 
Here rest I — not to see thee wed : 
But be that peril on my head I " 



Zuleika, mute and motionless, 
Stood like that statue of distress. 
When, her last hope for ever goii^ 
The mother hardcn'd iiil" sinne ; 
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AB in the mnid ttiat eye could see 

Was but a younger ^iobe. 

But ere her lip, or even her eje, 

Essay'd to speak, or look reply, 

Beneath the garden's wicket porch 

Far flash'd on high a blazing torch t 

Auother — and another — and another — 

" Oh ! fly — no more— yet now my more than brother ! " 

Far, wide, through every thicket spread 

The fearful lights are gleaming red ; 

Nor these alone— for ench right hand 

Is ready with a sheaLliiess brand. 

They part, pursue, return, and wheel 

With searching flambeau, shining steel; 

And last uf all, hi^ sabre waving, 

Stern Giaffir in his fury raving : 

And now almost they touch the cave — 

Oil ! must that grot be Selim's grave P 



Dauntless he stood — " 'Tis come — soon past- 
One kiss, Zuleika — 'tis my last : 

Bat yet my band not far from shore 
May hear this sigjial, see the fl**h ; 
Yet now too few^the attempt were rash : 

No matter — yet one effort more." 
Forth to the cavern mouth he atept; 

His pistol's echo rang on high, 
Zuleika started not, nor wept. 

Despair benumb'd her breast and eye ! — 
" They hear me not, or if they ply 
Their oars, 'tis but to see me die ; 
That sound hath drawn my foes more nigK 
Then forth my father's scimitar, 
Tbou ne'er hast seen less equal war 1 
Farewell, Zuleika !— Sweet ! retire : 

Yet stay within — here linger safe, 

At thee his rage will only chafe. 
Stir not— lest even to thee perchance 
Some erring blade or ball should glance. 
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Fear'st thou for Iiim ? — may I expire 
If in this strife I seek thy aire ! 
No — though by him that poison pour'dj 
No — though sgain he call me coward 1 
But tamely shall I meet their steel ? 
No — as each crest save iis may feel ! " 



One bound he made, and gain'd the sand : 

Already at his feet hath sunk 
The foremost of the prying band, 

A gasping head, a quivering trunk : 
Another falls — but round him close 
A swarming circle of his foes; i 

From right to left his path he cleft, 

Aud almost met the meeting wave : 
His boat appears — not five oars' length— r 
His comrades strain with desperate strength^ 

Oh ! are they yet in time to save ? 

His feet the foremost breakers lave ; 
His bond are plunging in tlie bay, 
Their sabres glitter through the spray ; 
Wet — wUd — unwearied to the strand 
They struggle — now lliey touch the land ! 
Tiiey come — 'tis but to add to alaugliter — 
His heart's beat blood is on the water. 



£acaped from shot, unharm'd by steel, 

Or scarcely grazed its force to feel. 

Had Sehm won, betray'd, beset, 

To where the strand and billows met ; 

There as hia last step left the land, 

And the last death-blow de.tll his hand — 

Ah ! wherefore did lie turn lo look 

For her his eye but sought in vain P 
That pause, tliat fatal gaze lie look, 

Hath dooni'd his death, or fixM hi» cliain. 
Std proof, in )>enl and in piiin, 
How late will Lover'* hope remain 
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His back was to the dashing spray ; 

Behind, but close, liis comrades lay, 

"When, at the instant, hiss'd the ball — 

" So may the foes of Giaffir fall 1 " 

"Whose voice is heard? whose carbine rang? 

Whose bullet through the night-air sang. 

Too nearly, deadly sim'd to err ? 

Tis thine — Abdallah's Murderer ! 

The father slowly rued thy hate. 

The son hath found a quicker fate : 

Fast from his breast the blood is bubbling. 

The whiteness of the sea-foam troubbng — 

If aught his lips essay'd to groao. 

The rushing billows choked the tune I 



Morn slowly rolls the cloaJs away j 

Few trophies of the fight are there : 
The shouts that shook the midnight-bay 
Are silent; but some signs of fray 

That strand of strife may bear. 
And fragments of each shiver'd brand; 
Steps stamp'd ; and dash'd into the sand 
The print of many a struggling hand 
May there be mark'd ; nor far remote 
A broken torch, an oarless boat; 
And tangled on the weeds that heap 
The beach where shelving to the deep 

There Les a white capote ! 
Tis rent in twain — one dark-red stain 
The wave yet ripples o'er in vain ; 
But where is he who wore ? 
Ye ! who would o'er his relics weep. 
Go, seek them where the surges sweep 
Their burthen round Sigteura's steep 

And cast on Lemnos' shore: 
The sea-birds shriek above tiie prey. 
O'er which their hungry heaks delay. 
As shaken on his restless pillow. 
His head heaves wtlh the heaving billow ; 
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That hand, whose motinn is not life. 
Yet feebly seerna to menuce strife, 
Flung by Ciie tossing tide on high, 

Then levell'd «ith the wave — * 
Wliat recks it, though that corse shall lie 

Witliin a living grave P 
The bird that tears that prostrate form 
Hath only robb'd the meaner worm ; 
Tlie only lieart, the only eye 
Had bled or wept to see him die. 
Had seen those scattfir'd limbs composed. 
And mouni'd above his turban-stone,' 
That heart hath burst — that eye was closed- 
Yea — closed before his own ! 



By Helle's stream there is a voice of wail ! 
And woman's eye is wet — man's cheek is pale : 
Zuleika ! last of Omffir's race. 

Thy destin'd lord is come too late : 
He sees not — ne'er shall see thy face ! 

Can he not hear 
The loud VVul-wulleh' warn his distant earP 
Thy handmaids weeping at the gate. 
The Koran-chanters of the hymn of fate. 
The silent slaves with folded arms that wait. 
Sighs in the hall, and shrieks upon the gale, 

Tell him thy tale ! 
Thou diilst not view thy Selira fall I 

That fearful moment when he left the cave 
Thy heart grew chill : 
He was thy hope — thy joy — thy love — thine all. 
And that last thought on him tliou could'st not save 
Sufficed to kill ; 

* [Th< inddint hsre depliMd wu witamtd bj lord Bjnni amt t1i« DuiIuifDia. 
Tha hodj of > mm, who had beou eicciiUd, lote nud fell with Uie nrca. knd 
M*«n] HK-fovl that ipiiriiKhtd lo doTour il tmre Kared avij by the muremeni of 
thramu.] 

' A turtan ii carved in (tone above Uie grmTU of mm nnlj. 

' The death-ai^iig of Ihe Tnrkiah voidbd. The "atenl aUTH" an Ibc mca, 
wboia Dotiaiu of dmrum forbid comptaiDl in finUrr. 
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Hurst fortli in one wild cry — and all was still. 

Peace to thy broken heart, and virgin grave t 
Ah ! happy ! hut of life to lose the worat ! 
ITiat grief — tliough deep — thougli fatal^wa'* tliy first ! 
Thrice happy ! ne'er to feel nor fear tlie force 
Of absence, shame, pride, hate, revenge, remorse I 
And, oh ! that pang where more than Madness lies 
The worm that will not sleep — and never dies ; 
Thought of the gloomy day and ghastly night. 
That dreads the darkness, and yet loathes the light. 
That winds around, and tears the quivering heart I 
Ah ! wherefore not consume it — and depart I 
Woe to thee, rash and unrelenting chief I 
Vainly thou heap'sC the dust upon thy head. 
Vainly the sackcloth o'er thy limbs dost spread : 
By that same hand Abdallah — Selim bled. 
Now let it tear thy beard in idle grief ; 
Thy pride of heart, thy bride for Osman's bed. 
She, whom thy sultan had but seen to wed. 
Thy Daughter's dead ! 
Hope of thine age, thy twilight's lonely beam. 
The Star hath set that shone ou Helle's stream. 
What queiicii'd its ray ? — the blood that thou hast shed I 
Hark t to the hurried (luestion of Despair : 
" Where is my child ? " — an Echo answers — " Wliere ? " ' 



Within the place of thousand tombs 

That shine beneath, while dark above 
The sad but living cypress glooms 

And withers not. though branch and leaf 
Are statnp'd with an eternal grief. 

Like early unrequited Love, 
One spot exists, which ever blooms, 

" I came to the pUce of m; birth, uid cried, ' The Friendi of mj jonth, vhfre 
tbe; r uul ui Bcbo aotwsral, 'When ait ibi:j}'"—Fraia an Arabic MS. The 
r* qnotfttioa (from which the idea in the text u taken) must be alread; funiliir to 
T nttlar: it in giiea in the fitM annotation, p, 67, of "The PttsBUrm of 
M17 ;" a poem >o kbI] known u to lendei a ii;ferenc« ahuost gapcrduoas ; but 
'koM faga all vill L« ilelightel to recui. 
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Kv'ii in llmt .IcaiiK j^inve- 
A single rose is shedding Cliere 

Its lonely lustre, meek anti pale : 
It looks as planted by Desjiair — 

So white — so faint — the slightest g:ile 
Might wliirl the leaves ou higlt; 

And yet, though storms and bliglit a^snil, 
Aod hands more rude tlian wintry sk^ 

May wring it from the stem — in vain — 

To-morrow sees it bloom again ! 
The ataik some spirit gently rears. 
And waters wilh celestial tears; 

For well may maids of Helle deem 
That thia can be no eartlily flower. 
Which mocks the tempest's witliering hour. 
And buds uashelter'd by a bower; 
Nor droops, though Spring refuse her shovirr 

Nor woos the summer beam : 
To it the livelong night tliere siii^b 

A bird unseen — but not remole : 
Invisible his airy wings. 
But soft as harp that Houri strings 

His long entrancing note ! 
It were the Bulbul ; but his throat. 

Though mouriifulj pours not such ft i^lrain 
I'or they who listen cannot leave 
Tlie spot, but linger there and grieve. 

As if they loved in vain I 
And yet so sweet the tears tliey shed, 
"Pis sorrow so unmix'd with dread, 
Tliey scarce can bear the morn to break 

That melancholy S|>dl, ^ 

And longer jet would weep and wake. 

He sings so wild and well I 
But when the day-blush bursts from iiigh 

Expires that magic melody. 
And some have been who could believe, 
(So fondly youthful dreams deceive, 

Yet harsh be they tliat blame,] 
That not* so piercing and profound 
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Will shape and syllable' its sound 
Into Zuleika's name. 

Tia from lier cjpress summit heard. 

That melts in air the liquid word : 

Tis from iier lowly virgin earth 

That white rose takes its tender birth. 

Tliere late was laid u marble stone^ 

Eve saw it placed — the Morrow gone ! 

It was no mortal arm that bore 

That deep fixed pillar to the shore; 

For there, as Helle's legends tell, 

Mext mom 'twas fountl where Selim fell ; 

Lasb'd by the tumbling tide, whose wave 

Denied his hones a boher grave ; 

And there by night, reclin'd, 'tis said. 

Is seen a ghastly turhan'd head : 
And hence extended by the billow, 
'Tis named tlie " Pirate-pliantom's pillow ! " 
Where first it lay that mourning flower 
Hath flourisb'd ; flourisheth this hour. 

Alone Mnd dewy, cohlly pure and iwle; 

As weeping Benuly's tlicek at Sorrow's tale 1 

* "And U17 tonguH lliat ts^lahU mtn'a uUDEt." — Miltok. 
Vat » b«Uif thst ths KfoIb of the d«d iniubit tho rorm of birda, ve need not ttftT*! 
In tfac Kut. Lord LjttletaD'a ghost itaij, the belief of th< Duchew of Kend&l, tiiit 
Gcurgc 1. Beio into ber window in the nhnpe of 4 ratea (aee " Orford'a Reminia- 
eeEi»B"), and man; other inalaneea, bring thin gupentitinn nearer hoioe. The moit 
■ioijuku' waa the whim of \ Wortretler ladf , wlio, beliuving her danghter to exist in 
tlie ihape of a UBgiag bird, literaJly furnished har pew in the entbedral with cagei 
Fuji of (he kind ; and aa elie was riuh, and a benefactreaa in beaulifjring the ehanh, 
(ID olijwtJaD wM mode to her hormleu fully. Vot Uiit aueodute, ne "Orford't 
Utwn." 
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A TALK 



-*'I noi pmuneri in lui dormir non ponno.** 

Ta«9, Oeru i olewu M MeratOf canto x. 



TO THOMAS MOORE, ESQ. 



Mt bear Moobk, 

I DEDICATE to jon the last production with which I shnll tretpasa 
on public patience, and yoor indulgence, for some years ; and I own that I 
feel anxious to avail myself of this iateat and only opportunity of adomiiig 
mj psgea with a name, conaecrated by unshaken pablic principle, and tlie 
moat andoabteil and various talents. While Ireland ranks you among 
the firmest of her patriots ; while you stand alana the first of her barda 
io her estimation, and Britain repeats and rstitieH the decree, permit one, 
whoee only regret, since our first acquaintance, has been the years he hail 
lost before it commenced, to add the humble but sincere sufirnge of friend- 
ship, to the voice of more than one nation. It will at least prove to yoa, 
that I have neither forgotten the gratification derived from your society, 
nor abandoned Che prospect of its renewal, whenever your leisure or 
inclination allows you to atone to your friends for too long an absence. 
It is said among those friends, I tmat truly, that you are engaged in the 
corapoailian of a poem whoge acene will be laid in the East ; none can 
do thoae scenes ao much justice. The wrongs of your own country,* the 

[This politiol »1lasioD bsving been objected to by ■ friend. Lord Bjnui si 
id dedication to Mr. Moaai, with a request that be would "lake Iub i^haioe." 
fiBD is fuUom : — 



I 

^^^ ef joni- taleutt 



" Hi sua Hooas, 

"I had written to jod a 

ni^ it eonlained wmeiMng lela 

yet tbere wu too much about pal 

■ith tliat topic OD which moat men 

mifht bate ' 
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ng letter of dedication, which I eupprcBi. beeauie, 
ig to foD, which every one had been glad to hair, 
ica Bod poeej, and ail thiags whnteuever, ending 
LTS Soent, and or^nd ver; unuong, — nnc'i tlf. It 
nrpoae I My praise could add notbing to 
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magnificent and fiery aplrit of her sons, the beauty and feeling of her 
daugbtera, may there be fuand ; atid CoUi:is, when he deuomiuated bia 
Orieotal hia Irish Eclogues, waa not aware bow true, at least, was a part 
of hii p&rallel. Your imagiu&tioD will create a waiTner sun, and leai 
dlouded sky ; but wildness, teniiemeBs, aud originality, are part of your 
utiooal claim of oriental descent, to which you have Already thus far 
proved your title more clearly than the luoit xealotu of your conutiT^ 

May I add a few words on a subject on which all men are supposed to 
be Suent, and uone agreeable I — Self. I have written much, and published 
mora than enough to demand a longer nileoce than I now maditat« ; but, 
for some years to come, it is my iut«ntian to tempt no further the award of 
"Qods, meu,nor columns." In the present composition 1 have attempted 
not the most difficult, but, perbapa, the best adapted measure to our 
language, the good old and now neglected heroic couplet. Tb« stania 
of Speuaer la perhaps too slow and dignified for narrative ; though, [ 
oonfesa, it is the measure most after my own heart ; Scott alone,* of the 
present generation, has hitherto completely triumphed over the fatal 
lacility of the octosyllabic verse ; and this is not the least victory of hia 
fertile and mighty genius ; in blank verse, Milton, Thomson, and our 
dramatists, are the beacona that ahiue along the deep, but warn us from 
the rough and barren rock on which they are kindled. The heroic 
couplet is not the most popular measure certainly ; but as 1 did not 
deviate into the other from a wish to Baiter wbst is called public opinion, 
I shall quit it without further apology, aud take my chance once mors 
with that versificaljon, in which I have hitherto published nothing bat 
compositions whose former circulation is part of my present, and will be 
of my future regret. 

With regard to my itory, and stories in general, 1 should have been 
glad to have rendered my porsonages more perfect and amiable, if poasible, 
inasmuch ss I have been sometimes criticised, and considered no teas 
retponaible for their deeds and qualities than if all bad been persnoaL 
Be it BO — if I have deviated into the gloomy vanity of "drawing from 
•elf," the pictures are probably like, since they are unfavourable ; and if 

BvailiDg mjMir of jddt friendly penniisioD to liiKriUi thii poem to yon, I ess «a|f 
Wish the oBetiag VBie *s noitbj your aoMpUDoe, 4> yia regard is dear to 
" Toon, motl aBectJDuatclj and faithfullj, 

"Brans." 
«U.I, la 
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not, those who know me are uiiiltweived, ami those who do not, I have 
little interest in undeceiving. I have no particalnr desire that any but 
my acqaaJntftnce should think the author better than the beings of hU 
uuagiiiing ; but I cannot help a little aurprise, and perhaps amusement, 
■t some odd critical exceptions in the pr<.>aent instance, when I see several 
bards (for more deserving, I allow) ia very reputable plight, and quite 
axempted from all participation in the fauita of those heroes, who, never- 
theleai, might be found with little more morality than "The Giaour," and 
perbapa — but no — I niuat admit Childe Harold to be a very repulsive 
(lenoit^e ; and as to bis identity, those who like it mnst give him what- 
tver " alias " they please.* 

14 however, it were worth while to remove the impresaion, it might be 
of some service to me, that the man who is alike the delight of his 
readers and his friends, the poet of all circles, and the idol of bis own, 
iiermita me here and elsewhere to subscribe myself. 
Most truly, 

And affectionately, 
I His obedient servant, 

I BYRON. 

Jamaty S, ISU. 

* [It ia diflrsalt to nj whether nte are to reccirs this puaoge sb an admisiion nr a 
JeaU df the opiaira to which it refen; hot Lord Bptia certoiDly did tha public 
BJulia^ if ha laptioaed it imputed to liini tlie crimiual actioos vith Hbich many of 
kb Iktom wore stuned. Uen no more expected to tueet iu Lord Byrun the Gonair, 
•bi "kaev himnlf a villuu," tbaa thej looked for tbe hjrpoin^gj of Eehama on tb« 
ibin* of the Denreol Water, or tlie profligacy of Uarmiuu on the bauki of the Txiual. 
~tn Wauik Soon.] 





INTEODDCTION TO THE COESAIE. 



"Thi OaiauB" ni oompUted on the Slit of Deoember, 1G13, haiing hmi 
eamponed in ten days, at tbe nte of 200 lines %-iaj, Wbta the wonderful merit uf 
the Tale is (onmdered, the feat U vitbont a piLtsIliil in the hiilor; of poetij. The 
onl; kdditioiis to the oiigin*! draught were the fifth, leTenteeDth, uid twentj-lUrd 
notion* of CUito III. Medots was a portnut of an acqnaiatuioe, and [■ called 
JVtHKoea in (lie maniucript. Lord Bfmn had tried the fannna couplet in one of lbs 
paragnphi of "The Bride of Ahjdos," and tbe admintion laTiihed upon it, may 
bare Induoed him to adopt that meaasit in ' ' The Coraur." Though no metn n* 
M baokneyed, it ae>am^ in his bande a dininctive ebaraeter. There an llnee which 
recall hi* deep atndy of Pope, but, with much of Fope'i terBonen, there ia In gnalsr 
freedom ; and, with leu negligence than Dryden, there ii sren more than Diydcn'* 
eaa* and qorit. Tbe itream of the narrative bonoda along in a rapid and iparidi^ 
eorrent ; and, nntwithrtanding the fetten of a moDutoooiu metre, and tbe siigeaoea 
Df rhyme, all the Tarietiea of incideDt and emotion anome their natural and enr- 
ebaapng ezpreaiaD. Without one feeble panage — and hardly a feehle coaplet — 
there art gemi wluch ibine mnipicaooi amid the general blaia. Hyriadi of parting 
haTe bean painted in poetry, but the parting of Conrad and Medora ti the maitCT- 
pieoa of tbion alL Nor oan anything be traer to nature than tbe inilant axchanfB 
of feminine tendenuui for martial enthuaiiwm in the Pirate'i hreaat, when nnarin; 
tbe Teanl he aeea hie flag, and bean tbe animating bnm of prepaiatioB. The 
•nriTalled aeene in which the Comir throws off hii diigoiw, ii needlaa hi b« 
■psdfled, and l^om tbe leoond viut of Qolnare to hii eell, gp to her final iliaiiii^l. 
il ooe ^orioDi flow of paaiianate lene. Lord Byron hai informed oi that the lata 
"wai written eon mure and mueh from cxuitHft,' A few days later, and he nuicB 
in bia joomal tbii ungnUr entry : " Hobboiue told mo an odd report, — tbat / am 
the aotual Conrad, tbe Teritshlo Coreair, and that part of my trarela are nppoaed to 
bare pased in foiMy. Um f^people lometjmti hit near the tmth, but BCTer ibe 
wbole bntb. H. don't know whit I waa about the ynr after be tefl the Lcranl ; 
DOT does any one — nor — nor — nor — hoveier, it is a lio^but '1 doubt tbe •quiToeation 
of tbe fiend Ibat lie* Uiie tintb i' " Be mentioned tbe report to a female aoqnain- 
tanoe, who replied, " I don't wander, Coorad ■■ so tiie," upon which be ramaika tbM 
itiht knew nothing, no one else conld. Whatever may be the meaning of thwi dark 
allunoni, the Egon, the fiaturea, and the upare diet of Conrad, had tbdr oomitotpart 
in Lord Bynm ; and in his aiipartuliouj smile, in hi* hangbty and malancholj mian, ia 
hi* low ojiinion of mankind, and in hi* *elf-t«|ir'jaehfUl and aneaay Hnl, " that man of 
loHlintsi and mysUry" «a* the poet in hii aoiobn and onbeDdlBg mood*. Th« 
•genes of the poem wai immenae. Sir James Maekintoah mentiDned, a* a proof of Laid 

Uynm being IjIc agtlior of the liBie, that 0,000 eopiee of "Tbe Bride of Abfdea" wm 
sold within a month, hut of "The Coraair" H.OOO were sold in a day. Lwd I^TM 

pnaoited the cDjiyrigbt to Mr. Dallas, who dinpuscd of it for 6D0 gDinaa^ 



THE CORSAIR.' 



CANTO THE FIE8T. 



" namui maggior dolora, 

Che lieocdani del tempo feline 

KeilA nuseiu, " — Duitk 



"CiR the glad waters of the dark blue sea. 
Our thonglita as bouadless, and our souls as free, 
Par as the breeze can bear, the billows foam, 
Sorvej our empire, and behold our home I 
These are our realms, no limits to their away — 
Our flag the sceptre all who meet obey. 
Ours the wild life iu tumult still to range 
From toil to rest, and joy in every change. 
Oh, who can tell ? not thou, luxurious slave ! 
Whose soul would sicken o'er the heaving wave; 
Mot thou, vain lord of wantonness and ease ! 
Whom slumber soothes not — pleasure cannot pleasfr— 
Oh, who can tell, save he whose heart hath tried. 
And danced in triumph o'er the waters wide. 
The exulting sense — the pulse's maddening plaj. 
That thriUa the wanderer of that trackless way ? 
That for itself can woo the approaching fight. 
And turn what some deem danger to delight; 

' The time in this poem maj seem too sboit fur the occTurenees, bnt the whole of 
is Mgfan ialo are witfaiD a few houn' Bail of tbe coctiaenl, and the reader BiBit bi 
DDtb to take the wtnd ae I h«ve oAeu fooml it. 
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That seeks what cravens shun with more than zeal, 
And where the feebler faint can only feel — 
Feel — to the rising bosom's inmost core. 
Its hope awaken and its spirit soar? 
No dread of death if with us die our foes — 
Save that it seems even duller than repose ; 
Gome when it will — we snatch the life of life — 
"When lost — what recks it bj disease or strife ? 
Let him who crawls euamour'd of decay. 
Cling to bis couch, and sicken years away; 
Heave his thick breath, and shake his palsied head; 
Ours— the fresh turf, and not the feverish bed. 
White gasp by gasp he falters forth his soul. 
Ours with one pang — one bounds-escapes control. 
His corse may boast its um and narrow cave. 
And they who loath'd his life may gild Ida grave : 
Oars are the tears, though few, sincerely slied, 
Wlien Ocean shrouds and sepulchres our dead. 
Por us, even banquets fond regret supply 
In the red cup that crowns our memory ; 
And the brief epitaph in danger's day. 
When those who win at length divide the prey. 
And cry, Bemembrance saddening o'er each brow. 
How had the brave who fell exulted now.'" 



Such were the notes that from the Pirate's isle 
Around the kindling watch-lire rang the while: 
Such were the sounds that thrill'd the rocks along, 
And unto ears as rugged seem'd a songl 
In scatter'd groups upon the golden sand, 
They game — carouse — converse — or whet tlie brand 
Select the aims — to each his blade assign. 
And careless eye the blood that dims its shine ; 
B«pair the boat, replace tlie helm or oar. 
While others straggUng muse along the shore ; 
Kor the wild bird the busy springes set. 
Or spread beneath the sun the dripping net : 
Gaze where some distant sail a speck supplies. 
With all the thirsting ryf of Enterprise; 
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Tell o'er the tales of many a night of toil. 

And marvel where tliey next shaU seize a spoil : 

No matter where — their chief's allotment this; 

Theirs, to believe no prey nor plan amiss. 

Bat who that Chief ? his name on every shore 

Is famed and fear* d— they ask and know no more. 

"With these he mingles not hut to command; 

Few are his words, but keen liis eye and hand. 

Ne'er seasons he with mirth their jovial mess. 

But they for^ve bis silence for success. 

Ne'er for his lip the porphug cup they fill. 

That goblet passes hira untaated still — 

And for his fare — the rudest of iiis crew 

Would that, in turn, have pasa'd untaated too ; 

Earth's coarsest bread, the garden's homeheat roots, 

And scarce the summer luxury of fruits, 

His short repast in humbleness supply 

With all a hermit's board would scarce deny. 

But while he shuns the grosser joya of sense, 

His mind seems uourish'd by that abstinence. 

"Steer to that shore!" — they sail. "Do this!" — 'tis done; 

"Now form and follow me I" — the spoil is won. 

Thus prompt liis accents and his actions still, 

And all obey and fuw inquire his will ; 

To such, brief answer and contemptuous eye 

Convey reproof, nor further deign reply. 



" A sail I — a sail I " — a promised prize to Hope I 
Her nation — flag — how speaks the telescojw ? 
No prize, alas ! but yet a welcome sail : 
The blood-red signal glitters in the gale. 
Yea — she is oura — a home- re turning bark — 
Blow fmr, thou breeze ! — she anchors ere the dark, 
Already doubled b the cape — our bay 
Receives that prow which proudly spurns the spray. 
How gloriously her gallant course she goes ! 
Her white wings flying — never from her foes — 
She walks the waters like a thing of life. 
And seems to daie the elements to strife. 
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Who would Bot brave tlie battle-fire, the wreclc. 
To move the moiuircli of her peopled deck I 



Hoarse o'er her side the rustling cahle rings; 

The saib are furl'd ; and auchoriug round she swinga ; 

And gathering loiterers on the land discern 

Her boat descending from the latticed stem. 

'Tis maiiu'd — the oars keep concert to the strand. 

Till grates her keel upon the shallow sand. 

Hail to the welcome shout ! — the friendly speech I 

When hand grasps hand uniting on the beach ; 

The smile, the question, and the quick reply, 

And the heart's promise of festivity ! 



Tixe tidings spread, and gathering grows the crowd: 
The hura of voices, and the laughter loud. 
And woman's gentler anxious tone is heard— 
Friends', husbands', lovers' names in each dear word: 
" Oh ! are they safe ? we ask not of success — 
But shall we sec them? will their accents bless? 
From where the battle roars, the billows chafe, 
They doubtless boldly did — but who are safe? 
Here let them baste to gladden and surprise. 
And kiss the doubt from these delighted eyes !" 



"Where is our chief? for him we bear report — 
And doubt that joy — whicb Iiaila our coming — short; 
Yet thus sincere, 'tis cheering, though so brief; 
But, Juan! instant guide us to our chief: 
Our greeting paid, we'll feast on our return. 
And alt shall hear what each may wish to learn." 
Ascending slowly by the rock-liewn way. 
To where his watch-tower beetles o'er the bay, 
By bushy brake, and wild flowers blossoming, 
And freshness breathing from each silver spring. 
Whose scatler'd streams from granite basins burst, 
J>ap into life, and sparkling huo your thirst; 
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From crag to cliff they mount — Near yonder cave, 

Wbat lonely straggler looks along the wave ? 

In pensive posture leaning on the brand, 

Tsat oft a resting-stnif to that red hand ? 

"'Tia he — 'tis Conrad — here, as wont, alone; 

On — Juan ! — on — and make our purpose known. 

The hark he views — and teU him we would greet 

His ear with tidings he must quickly meet : 

We dare not yet approach — thou know'at his mood, 

When strange or uninvited steps intrude." 



Him Juan sought, and told of their intent; — 

He spake not, but a sign expressed assent. 

These Joan calls — they come— to their salute 

He bends him slightly, but his lips are mut€. 

"These letters. Chief, are from the Greek — the spy, 

Who still proclaims our spoil or peril nigh ; 

Whate'er his tidings, we can well report. 

Much that " — " Peace, peace ! " — he cuts their prating si 

Wondering they turn, abash'd, while each to each 

Conjecture whispers in his muttering speech ; 

They watch his glance with many a string look. 

To gather how that eye the tidings took ; 

But, this as if he guessed, with head aside, 

Perchance from some emotion, doubt, or pride. 

He read the scroll — " My tablets, Juau, hark — 

Where is Gonsalvo ? " 

" In the anchor'd bark," 
"There let him stay — to him this order bear — 
Back to your duty — for my course prepare : 
Myself this enterprise to-night will share." 



" To-night, Lord Conrad ? " 

" Ay ! at set of sun : 
The breeze will freshen when the day is done, 
My corslet, cloak^-oiie hour and we are gone. 
Sling on thy bugle — see that free from rust 
My carbine-lock springs worthy of my trust; 
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Be the edge sharpen'd of my boarding-brand. 
And give its guard more rooiD to fit my hand. 
This let tlie armourer with speed dispose; 
Last time, it more fatigued my arm than foes; 
Mark that the signal-gun be duly fired. 
To tell us when the hour of stay's expired." 



They make obeisance, and retire in haste. 
Too soon to seek again the watery waste : 
Yet they repine not — so that Conrad guides ; 
And who dare question aught that he decides ? 
That man of loneliness and mystery, 
Scarce seen to smile, and seldom heard to sigh; 
Whose name appals the fiercest of his crew. 
And tints each swarthy cheek with sailower hue ; 
Still sways their souls with that commanding art 
That dazzles, lends, yet chills the vulgar heart. 
What is that spell, that thus his lawless train 
Confess and envy, yet op|Kise in vain P 
What should it be, that thus their faith can bind ? 
The power of Thought — the magic of the Mind ! 
Link'd with success, assumed and kept with skill. 
That moulds another's weakness to its will ; 
Wields with their hands, but, still to these unknown. 
Makes even their mightiest deeds appear his own. 
Such hath it been— shall be — beneath the sun 
Tlie many still must labour for the one I 
'Tis Nature's doom — but let the wretch who toils. 
Accuse not, hal« not Aim who wears the spoils. 
Oh I if he knew the weight of splendid chains, 
How light the balance of his humbler pains I 



Unhke the heroes of each anncnt mce, 

Demons in act, hut Gods at least in face. 

In Conrad's form seems litUe to admire, 

Thougii his dark eyebrow shades a glance of fire : 

Robust but not Herculean — to the sight 

No pout frame sets forth his common height] 
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Yet, in the whole, who paused to look again. 

Saw more than marks tlie crowd of vulgar men ; 

They gaze and marvel how — and still confess 

That thu3 it is, but why they cannot guess. 

Sun-burnt his cheek, liis forehead high and pale 

The sable curls in wild profusion veil ; 

And oft perforce his rising lip reveals 

The haughtier thought it curbs, but scarce conceals. 

Though smooth his voice, and calm his general mien. 

Still seems there something he would not have seen : 

His features' deepening hnea and varying hue 

At times attracted, yet perplex'd the view, 

As if within that murkiness of mind 

Work'd feelings fearful, and yet undefined ; 

Such might it be — that none could truly tell — 

Too close enquiry his stem glance would quell. 

There breathe but few whose aspect might defy 

The full encounter of his searching eye ; 

Ue had the skill, when Cunning's gaze would seek 

To probe his heart and watch his changing cheek, 

At once the observer's purpose to espy. 

And on himself roll back his scrutiny, 

Lest he to Conrad rather should betray 

Some secret thought, than drag that chief's to day. 

There was a laugliing Devil in his sneer. 

That raised emotions both of rage and fear; 

And where his frown of hatred darkly fell, 

Hope withering fled, and Mercy sigh'd farewell ! ' 

* Thtt Conr»d U I. ziMneter not altogether out of oMurc, I stuill attempt to prove 
bj mane historical mincideooBa whioh I have root with ainee writing "The Cornait." 

" Kooelin prisDiinier," dit Rolandini, " a'enfermoit duiA no silenra meraquit, il 
fisut mr la tene Hm Timge ffinioe, et ne donnoit point d'emor i aa profonde iodigiMi- 
tioiL He toDtec portea oepeod^mt les aoldata et lea peuplea uvourolent ; ili Touloient 
TMT eat Lomme, jadia oi poiaaaDt, el la Joi« univeraolle £cIatoit do tout«B partes- * * 
* * Bccetiti itcit d'nne petite tulle ; maia tout I'aapeat de aa peraaunc, tous ■« 
nonTemma, indiquoient dd loldat. — Son laugago Etoit amer, aon dtportemeut auperbt 
— et pu aon uul (fud, 11 &iauit tiemUct lea plua haidia." — Sismuiuli, toma lii. 
p. 31S. 

AguD, " Oiterieiu {QeEuerie, Mag of the Vandala, the wnqaeror of both Carthagti 
and Home), atatnrt medioeru, et equj caaa clandiaiiis, aninio profnadua, Mrmons 
nrua. lainric euulemptor, lift tnrbidns, hkbendi enpidOH. ad aolicitutdas getitin pre- 
tidentiaainiDB," kc, jie. — Jomanda de Seinu OOieit, c 33. 

I beg leave to qnote these gloom; reaiitiei tc iieep in couDlenAnse m; Qiaour and 
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Slight are the outward signs of evil thought. 
Within — within — ^"twas there the spirit wrought I 
Love shows all changes — Hate, Ambition, Ouile, 
Betray no further than the bitter smile ; 
Tlie lip's least curl, the lightest paleness thrown 
Along the govern' d aspect, speak alone 
Of deeper passions ; and to judge their mien, 
He, who would see, must be himself unseen. 
Then — with the hurried tread, the upward eye, 
The clenched hand, the pause of agony. 
That listens, starting, lest the step too near 
Approach intrusive on that mood of fear ; 
Then— with each feature working from the heart. 
With feelings, loosed to strengthen — not depart. 
That rise, convulse, contend — that freeze, or glow. 
Flush in the cheek, or damp upon the brow; 
Then, Stranger ! if thou canst, and tremhiest not. 
Behold his soul — the rest that soothes his lot ! 
Mark how that lone and blighted bosom sears 
The scathing thought of execrated years 1 
Behold— but who hath seen, or e'er shall Bee, 
Man as hiniself — the secret spirit free F 



Yet was not Conrad thus by Nature sent 

To lead the guilty — guilt's worse instrument — 

His soul was changed, before his deeds had driven 

Him forth to war with man and forfeit heaven. 

Warp'd by the world in Disappointment's school. 

In words too wise, in conduct tAere a fool ; 

Too firm to yield, and far too proud to stoop, 

Boom'd by his very virtues for a dupe. 

He cursed those virtues as the cause of ill. 

And not the traitors who betray'd him still; 

Nor deem'd that gifU bestoVd on better men 

Had left him joy, and means to give ngain. 

I'ear'd, shunn'd, belied, ere youth liad lost her force. 

He hated man tiao much to feci remorse, 



«.l 



THE COHSAIB. 



And thought the voice of wrath a sacred call. 
To pay the injuries of some on all. 
He knew liimself a villain — but he ileem'd 
The rest no better than the thing he seem'd ; 
And scom'd the best as hypocrites who hid 
Those deeds the bolder spirit plainly did. 
He knew himself detested, but he knew 
The hearts that loath'd him, crouch'd and dreaded 
Lone, wild, and strange, he stood alike exempt 
From all affection and from all contempt : 
His name could sadden, and his acts surprise ; 
But they that fear'd faim dared not to despise : 
Man spurns the worm, but pauses ere he wake 
The slumbering venom of the folded snake : 
The first may turn, but not avenge the blow ; 
The last expires, but leaves no living foe ; 
Fast to the doom'd offender's form it chugs, 
And he may crush — not conquer — still it stings I 



None are all evil — quickening round his heart, 
One softer feeling would not yet depart ; 
(Jft could he sneer at others as beguiled 
By passions worthy of a fool or child ; 
Yet 'gainst that passion vainly stiU he strove. 
And even in him it asks the name of I-ove ! 
Yes, it was love — unchangeable — unchanged. 
Pelt but for one from whom he never ranged; 
Though fairest captives daily met his eye. 
He shunn'd, nor sought, but coldly pass'd them by; 
Though many a beauty droop'd in prison'd bower. 
None ever sooth'd his most unguarded hour. 
Yes — it was Love — if thoughts of tenderness. 
Tried in temptation, streugtheu'd by distress, 
Unmoved by absence, firm in every clime. 
And yet — Oh more than all !— untired by time; 
Which nor defeated hope, nor baffled wile. 
Could render sullen were she near to smile, 
Nor rage could fire, nor sickness fret to vent 
On her one murmur of his discontent; 
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Which still would meet wil!i joy, with calmness part. 
Lest that liis look of grief stould reach her heart ; 
Which nought removed, nor menaced to remove — 
If there be love in mortals — thia was love ! 
He was a villain — ay, reproaches shower 
On him — but not the passion, nor its power, 
Which only proved, alt other virtues gone. 
Not guilt itself could quench thia loveliest one 1 



He paused a moment — till his hastening men 
Pass'd the first winding downward to the glen. 
" Strange tidings ! — many a peril have I past, 
Nor know I why this next appears the last ! 
Yet so my heart forebodes, but must not fear, 
Nor shall my followers find me falter here. 
'l^s rash to meet, but surer death to wait 
Till here they hunt us to undoubted fate ; 
And, if my plan but hold, and Fortune annle. 
We'll furnish mourners for our funeral-pile. 
Ay, let them slumber — ^peaceful be their dreams ! 
Morn ne'er awoke them with such briUiant beams 
As kindle high to-night (but blow, thou breeze !) 
To warm these slow avengers of the seas. 
Now to Medora — Oh I my sinking heart. 
Long may her own be hghter than thou art ! 
Yet was I hnive — mean boast where all are brave f 
Ev'n insects sting for aught they seek to save. 
This common courage which with brutes we share, 
That owes its deadliest efforts to despair. 
Small merit claims — but 'twaa my nobler hope 
To teach my few with immbers still to cope; 
Long have I led them — not to vaiidy bleed : 
No medium now — we perish or succeed; 
So let it be — it irks not me to die ; 
But thus to urge them whence they cannot fly. 
My lot hath long had little of my care. 
But ciiafes my pride thus baffled in the snare : 
Is this my skill ? my craft ? to set at last 
Hope, power, and life upon a siugle cast ? 
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Oh, Fate !— accuse thy folly, not tfij fate 1 
She may redeem thee still, nor yet too late." 



Thus with himself communion held he, till 
He rcach'd the summit of his towcr-crown'd hill ; 
There at the portal paused — for wild and soft 
He heard those accents never heard too oft ; 
Through the high lattice far yet aweet they rung, 
Aud these the notes his bird of beauty sung : 



"Deep in my soul that tender secret dwells. 
Lonely and lost to light for evermore. 

Save when to ttiine my heari responsive swells. 
Then trembles into silence as before. 



"There, in its centre, a sepulchral lamp 
Bums the slow flame, eternal, but unseen ; 

Which not the darkness of despair can damp. 
Though vain its ray as it had never been. 



" Remember me^Oh I pass not thou my grave 
Without one tJiought whose reliL-s there recline : 

The only pang my bosom dure not brave 
Mnat be to find forgetfulness in tliiiie. 



" My fondest, faintest, latest accents hear — 
Grief for the dead not virtue can reprove ; 

Then give me all I ever aak'i — a tear. 
The first — last — sole reward of so much love !" 

He pass'd the portal, cross'd the corridor. 

And reach'd the chamber as the strain gave o'er ; 

" My own Medora ! sure thy song is sad — " 

"In Conrad's absence would'st thou have it glad? 
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Wilhout tliine ear to listen to my lay. 
Still must my song my tlioughta, my soul betray: 
Still must each accent to my bosom suit. 
My heart uuhusU'd, although my lipa were mntc ! 
Oh ! many a night on lliis lone coucU reclined. 
My dreaming fear with storms hath wing'd the wind. 
And deem'd tlie breath that faintly fann'd thy sail 
The murmuring prelude of the ruder gale; 
Though soft, it seem'd the low prophetic dirge. 
That mouru'd thee floating on the savage surge : 
Still would I rise to rouse the beacon fire. 
Lest spies less true should let the blaze expire; 
And many a restless hour outwatch'd each star. 
And morning cnme — and still thou wert afar. 
Oh ! how the chill blast on my bosom blew. 
And day broke dreary on my troubled view. 
And still I gazed and gazed^and not a prow 
Was granted to my tears, my truth, my vow 1 
At length 'twas noon — I liail'd and blest the mast 
ITiat met my sight — it iiear'd — Alas ! it past ! 
Another came— Oh God ! 'twas tliine at last I 
Would that those days -vere over ! wilt thou ne'er. 
My Conrad ! learn the Joys of peace to share ? 
Sure thou hast more than wealth, and many a home 
As bright as this invites us not to roam i 
Thou know'st it is not peril that 1 fear, 
I only tremble when thou art not here ; 
Then not for mine, but that far dearej- life, 
Which flies from love and languishes for strife- 
How strange that heart, to me so tender still. 
Should war with nature and its better will I" * 



"Tea, strange indeed^tlint heart hath long been changed; 
Worm-like 'twas trampled, adder-like avenged. 
Without one hope on earth beyond thy love. 
And scarce a glimpse of mercy from above. 

' [Lord Bjron hi 
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Yet the same feeling which thou dost condemn. 

My very love to thee is tiate to them, 

So closely mingling here, that diaeiitwined, 

I ceaie to love thee when I love mankind : 

Yet dread not this — the proof of all the past 

Assures the future that my love will last ; 

But — Oh, Medora 1 nerve Uiy gentler heart ; 

This hour again — but not for long — wc part." 

"This hour we part ! — my heart foreboUed this : 

Thus ever fade my fairy dreams of bhss. 

This honr — it cannot be — tliis hour away ! 

Ton bark hath hardly anclior'd in the bay : 

Her consort still is absent, and her crew 

Have need of rest before they toil anew : 

My lovel thou mock'at my weakness; and wouldst steel 

My breast before the time when it must feel ; 

But trifle now no more with ray distress. 

Such mirth hath less of play tlian bitterness. 

Be silent, Conrad I — dearest I come and share 

The feast these hands delighted to prepare; 

Light toil ! to cull and dress thy frugal fare ! 

See, I have pluck'd the fruit that promised best, 

And where not sure, perplex'd, but pleased, I gucss'd 

At such as aeem'd the fairest; thrice the hill 

My steps have wound to try the coolest rill ; 

Yea I thy sherbet to-night will sweetly flow. 

Sec how it sparkles in its vase of snow ! 

The grapes' gay juice thy bosom never cheers ; 

Thou more than Moslem when the cup appears : 

Thiuk not 1 mean to chide— for I rejoice 

What others deem a penance is thy choice. 

But come, the board is spread ; our silver lamp 

Is trimm'd, and heeds not the sirocco's damp : 

Then shall my handmaids wlule the time along. 

And join with me the dance, or wake the song ; 

Or my guitar, which slil! thou lov'st to hear. 

Shall soothe or lull — or, should it vex thine ear. 

We'll turn the tale, by Ariosto told. 

Of fair Olympia loved and left of old. ' 

< OrlAodD PurioKi, Ckolo i. 
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Why, thon wert worse than he who broke his vow 
To that lost damsel, shouldst thou leave me now 
Or even that traitor chief — I've seeo thee smile. 
When the clear sky shoVd Ariadne's Isle, 
Which I have pointed from these cliffs the while : 
And thus half sportive, half in fear, I said, 
Lest Time should raise that doubt to more than dread, 
Thus Conrad, too, will quit me for the main : 
And he deceived me — for he came again !" 

"Again, again — and oft again — my love ! 

If there be life below, and hope above, 

He will return — hut now, the moments bring 

The time of parting with redoubled wing : 

ITie why, the where— what boots it now to tell ? 

Since all must end in that wilcl word — farewell [ 

Yet would I fain — did time allow — disclose — 

Fear not — these are do formidable foes ; 

And here shall watch a more than wonted guard. 

For sudden siege and long defence prepared : 

Nor be thou lonely, though thy lord's away. 

Our matrons and thy handmaids with thee stay ; 

And this thy comfort — that, when neit we meet. 

Security shall make repose more sweet. 

List I — 'tis the bnglel" — Juan shrilly blew — 

" One kiBS — one more— another — Oh f Adieu !" 



She rose— she sprung— she clung to his embrace, 
Till his heart heaved beneath her hidden face : 
He dared not raise to his that deep-blue eye. 
Which downcast droop' d in tearless agony. 
Her long fair hair lay floating o'er his arms. 
In all the wildneis of diahevell'd charms ; 
Scarce best that bosom where his image dwelt 
So ftill — Hat feeling seem'd almost unfelt f 
Hark — peals the thunder of the signal-gnn I 
It told 'twas sunset, and he cursed that sun. 
A^n — again — that form he madly pre^s'd, 
Which mutely clasp'd, imploringly caress'd I 
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Anrl tottering to the couch his bride he bore. 
One moment gazed, aa if to gaze no more ; 
Felt that for him earth held but her alone, 
Kiss'd her cold forehead — turn'd — is Conrad gone ? 



" And is he gone ? " — on sudden solitude 

Bow oft that fearful question will intrude ! 

'"Tnas bat an instant past, and here he stood ! 

And now" — witliout the portal's porch she rush'd. 

And then at length her tears in freedom gush'd; 

Big, bright, and fast, unknown to her the; fell; 

But Btill her lips refused to send — " Farewell I " 

For in that word — that fatal word — howe'er 

We promise, hope, believe, there breathes despair. 

O'er every feature of tliat still, pale face. 

Had sorrow tix'd what time can ne'er erase ; 

The tender blue of tliat large loving eye 

Grew frozrn with its gaze on vacancy. 

Till — Oh, how far ! — it caught a glimpse of him. 

And then it flow'd, and phrensied seem'd to swim 

Tlirongh those long, dark, and glialening lashes dew'd 

With drops of sadness oft to be renew'd. 

" He's gone ! " — against her heart that hand is driven, 

ConvuLied and qnick — then gently raised to heaven: 

She looVd and saw the heaving of the main ; 

Tlie while sail set — she dared not look again ; 

But turn'd with sickening soul within tlie gate — 

"It ia no dream — and I am desolate! " 



From crag to crag descending, swiftly sped 
Stem Conrad down, nor once he turn'd his head; 
But shrank whene'er the windings of his way 
Forced on his eye what he would not survey. 
His lone, but lovely dwelling on the steep, 
That hail'd him first when homeward from the dee 
And she — the dim and melancholy star. 
Whose ray of beauty rench'd him from afar, 
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On her he must not gaze, he must not think, 
There he might rest — but on Destruction's brink ; 
Yet once almost he stopp'd, and nearly gave 
His fate to chance, his projects to the wave : 
But no — it must not be — a worthy chief 
May melt, but not betray to woman's grief. 
He sees his bark, he notes how fair the wind, 
And sternly gathers all his might of mind : 
Again he harries on — and as lie hears 
The clang of tumult vibrate on his ears. 
The busy sounds, the bustle of the shore. 
The shout, the signal, and the dashing oar; 
As marks his eye the seaboy on the mast. 
The anchors rise, the sails unfurling fast, 
The waving kerchiefs of the crowd that urge 
That mute adieu to those who stem the sui^ ; 
And more than all, his blood-red flag aloft. 
He marvell'd how his heart could scetn so soft. 
Fire in his glance, and wildiiess in his breast. 
He feels of ail his former self posse.<)t ; 
He bounds — he flies — until his footsteps reach 
The vei^ where ends the cliff, begins the beach. 
There checks his speed ; but pauses less to breatba 
The breezy freshness of the deep beneath. 
Than there his wonted statelier step renew ; 
Nor rush, disturb'd by haste, to vulgar view : 
For well had Conrad leam'd to curb the crowd. 
By arts that veil, and oft preserve the proud ; 
His was the lofty port, the distant mien, 
That seems to shun the sight — and awes if seen ; 
The solemn aspect, and the high-born eye, 
That checks low mirth, but lacks not courtesy ; 
All these he wielded to command assent : 
But where he wish'd to win, so well unbent. 
That kindness cancell'd fear in those who heard, 
And others' gifts show'd mean beside his word. 
When echo'd to the heart as from his own 
His deep yet tender melody of tone : 
But such was foreign to his wonted mood, 
He cared not what he soften'd, but subdued ; 
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The evU passions of \m youth had made 
Him value less who loved — than what obej'd. 



Around him mustering ranged his ready goard. 
Before hiin Juau stands — " Are all prepared ? " 

" T!iey are — naj more — erabark'd : the latest boat 

Waits but my chief " 

" My sword, and my capote." 
Soon firmly girded on, and lightly slung. 
His belt and cloak were o'er his shoulders flung : 
" Call Pedro here ! " He cornea — and Conrad bends. 
With all the courtesy he deign'd his friends ; 
" Receive these tablets, and peruse with care, 
Wottta of high trust ajid truth are graven there ; 
Double the guard, and when Anselmo's bark 
Arrives, let him alike these orders mark : 
In three days (serve the breeze) the sun sludl shine 
On our return — till then all peace be tliine ! " 
This said, his brother Pirate's hand he wrung. 
Then to his boat with haughty gesture sprung. 
Flash'd the dipt oars, and sparkling with the stroke, 
Aronnd the waves' phosphoric* brightness broke; 
They gain the vessel — on the deck he stands, — 
Shrieks the shrill whistle, ply the busy hands- 
He marks how well the ship her helm obeys. 
How gallant all her crew, and deigns to praise. 
His eyes of pride to young Gonsalvo turik — 
Why doth he start, and inly seem to mourn ? 
Alas ! those eyea beheld his rocky toner. 
And live a moment o'er the parting hour ; 
She — his Medora — did she mark the prow ? 
Ah I never loved he half so much as now I 
Bat much must yet be done ere dawn of day — 
Again he mans himself and turns away ; 
Down to the cabin with Gonsalvo bends. 
And there unfolds his plan, liis means, and enOs ; 
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Before ttiem bums the lamp, and spreads iLe chart. 
And all that speaks aud aids the naval art ; 
They to the midnight watch protract debate; 
To anxious eyea what hour is ever late ? 
Meantime, the steady breeze serenely blew. 
And fast and falcon-like the vessel flew ; 
Pass'd the high headlands of each clustering isle, 
To gain their port — long — long ere morning smile : 
And soon the night-glass through the narrow bay 
Discovers where the Pacha's galleys lay. 
Count they each sail, and mark how tliere supine 
The lights in vain o'er heedless Moslem shiue. 
Secure, unncted. Courad's prow pass'd by, 
And aiichor'd where his ambush meant to lie ; 
Screeu'd from espial by the jutting cape. 
That rears on high its rude fantastic shape. 
Then rose his band to duty — not from sleep — 
Equipp'd for deeds alike on land or deep; 
While leau'd their leader o'er the fretting flood. 
And calmly taUt'd — and yet he talk'd of blood I 



CANTO THE SECOND. 



** Ouuaoeite i dublnai dmiri ! ' 



In Coron's ba; floats many a galley light. 
Through Coron's lattices the lamps are bright, 
For Seyd, tlie Pacha, makes a feast to-night. 
A feast for promised triumph yet to come. 
When he shall drag the fetter'd Rovers home ; 
Tliis hatli he sworn by Alia and his sword, 
And faithful to his firman and his word, 
His summon'd prows collect aloDg the coast. 
And great the gathering crews, and loud the bout; 
Already shared the captives and the prize, 
Though far the distant foe they thus despise; 
'Tis but to sail— no doubt to-morrow's Sun 
Will see tlie Pirates bound, tJieir haven won ! 
Meantime the watch may slumber, if they wiU, 
Nor only wake to war, but dreaming kill. 
Though all, who can, disperse on shore and seek 
To flesh their glowing valour on the Greek; 
How well such deed becomes tiie turbnu'd brave- 
To bare the sabre's edge before a slave ! 
Infest his dwelling — but forbear to slay. 
Their arms are strong, yet merciful to-day. 
And do not deign to smite because they may! 
Unless some gay caprice suggests the blow. 
To keep in practice for the coming foe. 
Revel and rout the evening liours beguile. 
And they who wish to wear a head must smile ; 
For Moslem mouths produce their choicest cheer, 
And hoard their curses, till the coast is clear. 



THE CORSAIR. 



High in his hall reclines the turbaa'd Seyd ; 
Ajonnd — the bearded chiefs he came to lead. 
Removed the banquet, and the last pilalT — 
Forbidden draughts, 'tis said, he dared to qoaff. 
Though to the rest the sober berr/s juice' 
The slaves bear round for rigid Moslems' use ; 
The long chibouque's' dissolving cloud supply. 
While dance the Almas' to wi!d minstrelsy. 
The rising mom will view the chiefs embark ; 
But waves are somewhat treacherous in the dark ; 
And revellera may more securely sleep 
On silken couch than o'er the rugged deep ; 
Feast there who can — uor combat till they must. 
And less to conquest than to Korans trust ; 
And yet the numbers crowded in his host 
Might wanant more than even the Pacha's boast. 



With cautions reverence from the outer gnte 
Slow stalks the slave, whose office there to wait. 
Bows hia bent head, his hand salutes tlie floor, 
Ere yet his tongue the trusted tidings bore ; 
" A captive Dervise, from the pirate's nest 
Escaped, is here — himself would tell the rest."* 
He took the sign from Seyd's assenting eye, 
And led the holy man in silence nigh. 
His arms were folded on his dark-green vest, 
Uis step was feeble, and his look deprest; 
Yet worn he seem'd of hardship more than years, 
And pale hia cheek with penance, not from fears. 

' Cofle*. ' ■'Chibonqne," pipe. 

* 1( tu bnea oLaerred, th&t Cnnnd'i enMrluig dugaiMd • 
r«rt«|)* w. I find somethliiE not nnliks it in hiatorj. — " Antioaa lo up 
hi* owu eyes the Mute of Iha Vuidikli, UijoriBn Teulntvd, kfter duguuDSK tl 
of Ui hur, lo Tiul CtTthtgs in the chHSCUr of hli ovD unbiundui ; uid U«fi«Mk | 
*■■ iflarirvdi muttifiad bj tbs diKuTerf, IhM be hnH cnMitolncd uid djimlmil III* 
Brnpcrur of the Hoiovit. l^ucti an uiHdoia iDiiir b« njuUd u ui loprobtibl* firtioa; 
bnl it la > ^ctiiin which would not hire ban iiii>)|ilwd ualcw in llw lib of ■ tMn.' — 
Hw GlWDR'i DediiM ud Ftll, toI. n. p. l»l. 
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Von^d to his God — his sab!e locks hi; wore, 
And iheae his lofty cap rose proudly o'er : 
Around his form his loose long robe was thrown, 
And wrapt a breast bestow'd on heaven alone ; 
Submissive, yet with self-possession mann'd. 
He calmly met the curious eyea that scann'd ; 
And question of his coming fain would seek. 
Before the Pacha's will alLow'd to speak. 



"WKenoe com'st thou, Derviae ?" 

" Prom the outlaw's den, 
A fugitive—" 

"Thy capture where and when?" 
"From Scalanovo's port to Scio's isle. 
The Saick was bound ; but Alia did not smile 
Upon our course — the Moslem merciiaut's gains 
The Rovers won ; our limbs have worn their chains. 
I had no death to fear, nor wealth to boast. 
Beyond the wandering freedom which I lost ; 
At length a fisher's humble boat by night 
Afforded hope, and offer'd chance of flight; 
I seized the hour, and find my safety here — 
With thee — moat mighty Pacha! who can fear?" 

" How speed the outlaws? stand they well prepared, 
Their plunder'd wealth, aud robber's rock, to guard P 
Dream they of this our preparation, doom'd 
To view with fire their scorpion neat consumed?" 

" Pacha I the felter'd captive's mourning eye. 

That weeps for flight, but ill can play the spy ; 

I only heard the reckless waters roar. 

Those waves that would not bear me from the shore; 

I only mark'd the glorious sun and sky, 

Too bright, too blue, for my captivity ; 

And felt that all which Freedom's bosom cheera 

Must break my chain before it dried my tears. 

This mayst thou judge, at least, from my escape. 

They little deem of aught in peril's shape ; 
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Else vainly had I praj'd or fuugbt the chance 
That leads me here — if ejed with vigilance : 
The careless guard that did uot see me fly, 
May watch as idly when thy power is nigh. 
Pacha ! my limhs are faint — and nature craves 
Food for my hunger, rest from tossing waves : 
Permit my absence — jHwice be with thee ! Peace 
With all around I — now grant repose — release." 



"Stay, Derviw! I have more lo (piestion — stay, 
I do command thee — sit — dost hear? — obey ! 
^lore I must ask, and food the slaves shall bring; 
Thou ahalt not pine where all are banqueting: 
The supper done — prepare thee to reply. 
Clearly and fnll — I love not mystery." 
'Twere vain to guess what shook the pious maO; 
Who look'd not lovingly on that Divan ; 
'Not show'd high relish for the biuiquet prest, 
And less respect for every fellow guesL 
Tiras but a moment's peevish hectic past 
Along his cheek, and tranquillized as fast 
He sate him down in silence, and his look 
Resumed the calmness whicli before forsook : 
The feast was uaher'd in, but sumptuous fare 
He shunn'd as if some poison mingled there. 
For one so long condemn'd to toil and fust, 
Methinks he strangely spares the rich repast. 

" Wliat aiLs tliee, Dervise ? eat — dost thou suppose 
This feast a Christian's? or my friends thy foes? 
Why dost thou shun the salt P that sacred pledge. 
Which, once part&ken, blunt« the sabre's edge. 
Makes ev'n contending tribes in peace unite. 
And hal«d hosts seem brethren to the sight t" 

" Salt seasons dainties — and my food is still 
The humblest root, my drink tlie simplest rill ; 
And my stem vow and order's' laws oppose 

* The Dcivias trc in eollige*, and "I dilTfrcDt «iilvn\ >i> lli< ni«i 
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To break or mingle bread with friends or foea; 
It may seem strange — if there be aught to dread 
Tbat peril rests upon mj single head; 
But for thy sway^nay more — thy Sultan's throne, 
I taste nor bread nor banquet — save alone ; 
Infringed our order's rule, the Prophet's rage 
To Mecca's dome might bar my pilgrimage." 

"Well — as thou wilt — ascetic as thoii art — 

One question answer ; then in peace depart. 

How many P — Ha ! it cannot sure be day ? 

What star — what sun is bursting on tlje bay? 

It shines a lake of fire ! — away — away ! 

Ho! treachery! my guards! my scimitar! 

The galleys feed the flames — and I afar ! 

Accursed Dervise ! — these thy tidings — -thou 

Some villain spy— seize — cleave him — slay him now I" 

Up rose the Dervise with that burst of light. 
Nor less his change of form appall'd the sight : 
Up rose that Dervise^not in saintly garb, 
But like a warrior bounding on his barb, 
Dash'd his high cap, and tore his robe away — 
Shone his mail'd breast, and flash'd his sabre's ray j 
His close but glittering casque, and sable plume. 
More glittering eye, and black brow's sabler gloom^ 
Glared on the Moslems' eyes some Afrit sprit*. 
Whose demon death-blow left no hope for fight. 
The wild confusion, and the swarthy glow 
Of flames on high, and torches from below ; 
The shriek of terror, and the mingling yell — 
For swords began to clash, and shouts to swell— 
Plung o'er that spot of earth the air of hell ( 
Distracted, to and fro, the flying slaves 
Behold but bloody shore and fiery waves; 
Nought heeded they the Pucha's angry cry, 
They seize that Dervise I — seize on Zatanai!' 
He saw their terror — check'd the first despair 
That urged him but to staJid and perish therej 

* "ZttUnai," Satan. 
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Since far too early and too well obey"d. 

The flame was kindled ere the signuj made; 

He saw their t<;rror^froin his baldric drew 

His bugle^brief the blast — but ahrilly blew ; 

"Tis aiiswer'd — " Well ye speed, my gallant crew t 

Why did I doubt their quickness of career ? 

And deem design had left me single here ? " 

Sweeps his long arm — that sabre's whirling swaj 

Sheds fast atonement for its first delay ; 

Completes his fury, what their fear begun. 

And makes the many basely quail to one. 

Tlie cloven turbans o'er the ciiamber spread. 

And scarce an arm dare rise to guard its head : 

Even Seyd, convulsed, o'erwhelm'd, with rage, sui'pris 

Ketreats before him, though he still defies. 

No craven he — and yet he dreads the blow. 

So much Confusion magnifies his foe I 

His blazing galleys still distract his sight. 

He tore his beard, and foaming tied the tight ; ' 

For now the pirate? passM the Haram gate. 

And burst within — and it were death to wait ; 

Where wild Amazement shrieking — kneeling throws 

The sword aside — in vaiu — the blood o'erflows I 

The Corsairs pouring, haste to where nithin 

Invited Conrad's bugle, and the din 

Of groaning victims, and wild cries for life, 

Proclaim'd how well he did the work of strife. 

They shout to find him grim and lonely there, 

A glutted tiger mangling in his lair I 

But short their greeting, shorter his reply — 

" 'Tis well — but Seyd escapes, and he must die — 

Much hath been done, but more remains to do — 

Tiieir galleys blaze — why not their city too?" 



Quick at the word they seized iiim each a torch, 
And fire the dome from minaret to porch. 

' A aiiDmon ud not nrj nonl effect of KoHaltDtB tsgcr. 8m Prinot B^ra^f 
Msignini, pmgt 2t, " Tha S«nwlutr reniTtd » (tDnad in tbi> thigb ; hr plneknl up 
liii bMid b) tha rooti, bounn b« wh oUij|i'd to inil Ibi GeU." 
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A stern delight was fix'd ia Conrad's eye, 

But sudden sunk — for on his ear the cry 

Of women struck, and like a deadly knell 

Knock'd at that heart unmoved by battle's yell. 

" Oh ! burst the Haram — wrong not on your live* 

One feniide form — remember — we have wives. 

On them such outrage Vengeance will repay ; 

Mall is our foe, and such 'tis oura to slay : 

But still we spared — must spare the weaker prey. 

Oh ! I forgot — but Heaven will not forgive 

If at my word the helpless cease to live ; 

Follow who will — I go — we yet have time 

Our souls to hghten of at least a crime." 

He climbs the crackbng stair, he bursts the door. 

Nor feels his feet glow scorching with the floor j 

His breath choked gasping witli the volumed smoke. 

But still from room to room hia way he broke. 

They search — they Bnd — they save ; with lusty arms 

Each bears a prize of unregarded charms ; 

Calm their loud fears : sustain their sinking frame* 

With all the care defenceless beauty claims ; 

So well could Conrad tame their fiercest mood, 

And check the very hands with gore imbrued. 

Eat who is she ? whom Conrad's arms convey. 

From reeking pile and combat's wreck, away — 

Who but the love of him he dooms to bleed P 

The Uaram queen — but still the slave of Sejd 1 



Brief time had Conrad now to greet Gnlnare,' 
Few words to re-assnre the trembling fair; 
For in that pause compassion snalch'd from war. 
The foe before retiring, fast and far. 
With wonder saw their footsteps unpursued. 
First slowlier fled — then rallied — tlien withstood. 
Tbis Seyd perceives, then first perceives bow few, 
Compared with his, tlie Corsair^s roving crew, 

* Ovliuu^ X teaiile nuoe ; it meanB, literalljr, the Saver of the pomegnuial*. 
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And blushes o'er his errur, as lie eyes 
The ruin wrought by panic and surprise. 
Alia il Alia ! Veiigeant^e swells the cry — 
Shame mounts to rage that must atone or die I 
And flame for flame and blood for biood must tell, 
The tide of triumph ebbs that flow'd too well — 
When wrath returns to renovated strife. 
And those who fought for conquest strike for life. 
Conrad beheld the danger — he beheld 
His followers faint by freshening foes repell'd : 
" One effort — one — to break the circling host ! " 
They form — unite — charge — waver — all is lost ! 
Within a narrower ring compress' d, beset, 
Hopeless, not heartless, strive and struggle yet — 
Ah ! now they fight in firmest file no more, 
Hemm'd in, cut off, cleft down, and trampled o'er; 
But each strikes singly, silently, and home. 
And sinks outwc&ried railter than o'ercome, 
His last faint quittAuce rendering with his breath. 
Till the blade glimmers in the grasp of death 1 



But first, ere came the rallying host to blows. 
And rank to rank, and liond to liand oppose, 
Gulnare and all her Haram handmaids freed. 
Safe in the dome of one who held their creed. 
By Conrad's mandate safely were bestow'd. 
And dried those tears for life and fame that flow'd : 
And u'hen that dark-eyed lady, young Gulnare, 
Jtecall'd those thoughts late wandering in despair. 
Much did she marvel o'er the courtesy 
That smoolli'd hi? accents ; softcn'd in his eye : 
'Twas strange — lAal robber thus with gore bedew'd, 
Scem'd gentler then than Seyd in fondest mood. 
The PacliB woo'd as if he dcein'd the slave 
Must seem delighted with the heart he gave; 
Tlic Corsair vow'd protection, soothed affiight. 
As if his homage were n woman's right. 
" The wish is wrong — nay, worse for female — vain : 
Yet much 1 long to view tliat chief again ; 
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ir but to thanlc for, vhat lay fear forgot, 
Tiie life — my loving lord remeraber'd not I ' 



And him she saw, where thickest carnage spread. 

But gather'd breathing from the happier dead ) 

Far from his band, and battling with a host 

That deem right dearly won the field he lost, 

Fell'd, bleeding — baffled of the death he sought, 

And snatch'd to ejtpiate all the ills lie wrouglit; 

Preserved to linger and to live iu vain. 

While Vengeance ponder'd o'er new plans of pain, 

And stnnch'd the blood she saves to shed again — 

But drop for drop, for Seed's unglutted eye 

Would doom liim ever dying — ne'er to die I 

Can this be he P triumphant late she saw. 

When his red hand's «ild gesture waved, a law ! 

"fia he indeed — dt^arm'd but undeprest. 

His sole r^ret the life he still possest ; 

His wounds too slight, though taken with tlint will, 

Which would have kiss'd the hand that then could kill. 

Oh were there none, of uU the many given. 

To send his soul — he scarcely ask'd to heaven ? 

Must he alone of all retain hts breath, 

Who more than all had striveu and struck for death ? 

He deeply felt — what mortal hearts must feel. 

When thus reversed on faithless fortune's wheel. 

For crimes committed, and the victor's threat 

Of lingering tortures to repay the debt — 

He deeply, darkly felt ; but evil pride 

That led to perpetrate, now serves to hide. 

Still in his stern and self-collected mien 

A eonqueror's more than captive's air is seen. 

Though faint with wasting toil and stiffening wound. 

But few that saw — bo calmly gazed around : 

Tliough the far shouting of the distant crowd, 

'llieir tremors o'er, rose insolently loud. 

The better warrior.i wlio behHd him near. 

Insulted not the foe who taught tliem fear ; 
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And the grim guards tliat to his durance led. 
Id Hileace eyed liim with a secret dread. 



The Leech was sent — but not in mercy — there, 

To not« how much the life jet left could bear; 

He found enough to load with heaviest chain, 

And promise feeling for the wrench of pain ; 

To-morrow — yea^ — to-morrow')' evening sua 

Will sinking see impalement's pangs begun. 

And rising with the wonted blush of morn 

Behold how well or ill those pangs are borne. 

Of torments this the longest nnd the worst, 

Wliich adds all other agony to thirst. 

That day by day deatli still forbears to slake, 

White famish'd vultures flit around the stake. 

" Oh ! water — water ! " — smiling Hate denies 

The victim's prayer, for if he drinks he dies. 

This waa his doom ; — the Leech, the guard, were gont^ 

And left proud Conrad fetter'd and alone. 



'Twere vain to paint to what his feelings grow — 
It even were doublful if their victim knew. 
There is a war, a chaos of the mind, 
When all ita elements cojivulsed, combined 
Lie dark and jarring with perturbed force. 
And gnashing with impenitent Remorse — 
That juggling tiend, who never spake before, 
But cries " I wam'd thee t" when the deed is o'er. 
Vain voice ! the spirit burning but unbent. 
May writhe, rebel — the weak alone repent I 
bven in that lonely hour when most it feels. 
And, to itself, all, all that self reveals, — 
No single passion, and no ruling thought 
That leaves the rest, as once, unseen, unsought. 
But the wild prospect when the soul reviews. 
All rushing through tlieir thousand avenuea. 
Ambition's dreams expiring, love's regret^ 
Endanger'd glory, life itself beset; 
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The joy untasted, the coutempt or bate 
'Gaiflst those who fain would triumph in our fate ; 
The hopeless past, the hasting future driven 
Too quickly oa to guess if hell or heaven ; 
Deeds, thonghta, and words, perhaps remember'd not 
So keenly till that hour, but ne'er forgot ; 
Things light or lovely in their acted time. 
But now to stern reflection each a crime ; 
The withering senM of evil unreveal'd, 
Not cankering less because the more conceal'd — 
All, in a word, from which all eyes must start. 
That opening sepulchre — the naked heart 
Bares with its buried woes, till Pride awake. 
To snatch the mirror from the soul — and break. 
Ay, Pride can veil, and Courage brave it all- 
All — all — before — beyond — the deadliest fall. 
Each hath some fear, and he wlio least betrays. 
The oiJy hypocrite deserving praise : 
Not the loud recreant wretch who boasts and Hiei ; 
But he who looks on death — and silent dies. 
So, steel'd by pondering o'er his far career. 
He half-wa; meets liim should he menace near I 



In the high chamber of his highest tower 
Sate Conrad, fetter'd in the Pacha's power. 
His palace perish'd in the flame — this fort 
Contaia'd at once his captive and his court. 
Not much could Conrad of his sentence blame, 
His foe, if vanquished, bad but shared the sann- : — 
Alone he sate— in solitude had scann'd 
His guilty bosom, but that breast he mann'd : 
One thought alone he could not — dared not meet — 
"Oh, how these tidings will Medora greet?" 
Then — only then— his clanking bands he raised, 
And strain'd witli rage the chain on which he gazed ; 
But soon he found, or feign'd, or dream'd relief, 
And smiled In self-derision of his grief, 
" And now come torture when it will — or may. 
More need of rest to nerve me for the day !" 
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Tliis said, with lan^or to his mat he crept. 

And, whatsoe'er hia vtsiona, quicl:ly alept. 

'Twas hardly midnight when that fray begun. 

For Conrad's plans matured, at once were done 

And Havoc loathes so much the waste of time. 

She scarce had left an uncommitted crime. 

One hour beheld liim since the tide he stemm'd — 

Disguised, disco ver'd, conquering, ta'en, condemn'd— 

A chief on land, an outlaw on the deep — 

Destroying, saving, prison'd, and asleep ! 



He slept in calmest seeming, for his breath 

Was buah'd so deep — Ah I happy if in death ! 

He slept — Who o'er bis placid slumber bends? 

His foes are gone, and here he hatb no friends ; 

Is it some seraph sent to grant him grace ? 

No, 'tis au earthly form with heavenly face I 

Its white arm raised a lamp — yet gently hid. 

Lest the ray flash abruptly on the bd 

Of that closed eye, which opens but to pain, 

And once unclosed — bat once may close again. 

Tliat form, with eye so dark, and cheek su fair. 

And auburn waves of gemm'd and braided hair; 

With shape offiiiry lightness — naked foot, 

That shines like snow, and falls on earth as mute^ 

Through guards and duunest night how came it there F 

Ah ! rather ask what will not woman dare ? 

Whom youth and pity lead like thee, Gulnarc I 

She could not sleep — and while the Pacha's rest 

In muttering dreams yet saw bis pirate-guest. 

She left his side — his signet-ring she bore. 

Which oft in sport adom'd lier hand before — 

And with it, scarcely qaestion'd, won her way 

Tlirough drowsy guards that must that sign obey. 

Worn out with toil, and tired with changing blows. 

Their eyes had envied Conrad his repose ; 

And chill and nodding at the turret door. 

They stretch their listless limbs, and watch no mote; 



Just rai^d their beads to hail the signet-ring, 
Nor ask or what or who the sign may bring. 



She gazed in wonder, "Can he calmly sleep. 
While other eyes his fall or ravage weep ? 
And mine in restlessness are wandering here — 
What sudden spell hath made this man so dear !* 
True— 'tis to him my life, and more, I owe. 
And me and mine he spared from worse than woes 
Tis late to think — but soft, liis slumber breaks — 
How heavily he sighs ! — he starts — awakes I" 

He raised his head, and dazzled with the light. 

His eye seem'd dubious if it saw aright : 

He moved his hand — the grating of his chain 

Too harslJy told him that he lived again. 

" What is that form ? if not a shape of air, 

Methinksj my jailor's face shows wondrous fair!" 

"Hrate I thou know'st me not — but I am one. 
Grateful for deeds thon hast too rarely done; 
Look on me — and remember her, tliy hand 
Snatch'd from the flames, and thy more fearful band, 
I come through darkness— and I scarce know wlij^ 
Yrt not to hurt — I would not see thee die." 

" If so, kind lady I thine the only eye 

Tbat would not here in that gay hope delight : 

Theirs is the chance— and let theui use tlieir right. 

But atill I thank their courtesy or thine, 

Tbat would confoBB me at so fair a shrine !" 

Strange though it seem — yet with cstremest gi-ief 
Is liiik'd a mirth — it doth not bring relief — 
That playfulness of Sorrow ne'er beguiles. 
And smiles in bitterness — but still it smiles ; 
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And sometimes with the wisest ami the best, 

Till even Ihe scaffold • echoes with their jest I 

Yet not the joy to which it seema akin — 

It niBV deceive all hearts, save that within. 

Whate'er it was that flasb'd on Conrad, now 

A laughing wildness half unbent his brow : 

And these his accents had a sound of mirth, 

Aa if the last he could enjoy on earth ; 

Yet 'gainst his nature — for through that short life, 

Pew thoughts had he to spare from gloom and strife. 



"Corsair! thy doom is named — but I have power 

To soothe the Pacha in his weaker hour. 

Thee would I spare — nay more — would save Ihce now. 

But this— time — hope — nor even thy strength allow ; 

But all I can, I will : at least, delay 

The sentence that remits thee scarce a day. 

More now were ruin — even thyself were loth 

The vain attempt should bring but doom to both." 

" Yes ! loth indeed : — my soul is nerved to all, 

Or fall'n too low to fear a further fall : 

Tempt not thyself with peril — me with hope 

Of flight from foes with whom I could not cope : 

Unfit to vanquish shall I meanly fly. 

The one of all roy baud that would not dieP 

Yet there ia one to whom my memory clings. 

Till to these eyes her own wild softness springs. 

My sole resources in the path T trod 

Were these — my bark, my sword, my love, my God I 

The last I left in youth ! — he leaves me now — 

And Man but works his will to Iny me low. 

I have no thought to mock his throne with prayer 



> In Elir ThomH Hon, for initNiMk on tlit (aJTold, tui Asm Bolirn. in tba Toww, 
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Wrung from the coward croucliiiig of despair ; 
It is enough — L breathe, arid 1 cau bear. 
Mv sword is shaken from tlie worthless liaiid 
That migiit have better kept so true a brand; 
Mj bark is sunk or captive — but my love— 
For her in sooth my voice would mount above ; 
Oh ! she is all that still to earth can bind — 
Aud Liiis will break a heart so more than kind, 
Aud blight a form — till tiiine appear'd, Gulnarel 
Miue eve ne'er ask'd if others were as fair." 



"Tliou lov'st another then P — but what to me 
Is this— 'tis nothing — nothing e'er can be : 
But yet — thou lov'st — and — Oh ! I envy those 
Wliose hearts on hearts as faithful can repose. 
Who never feel the void — the wandering thought 
That sighs o'er visions — such as mine hath wrought." 

"Lady, methought thy love was his, for whom 
This ann redeem'd thee from a fiery tomb." 



" My love stern Seyd's ! Oh — No — No — not my 1ot«- 

Tet much this heart, that strives no more, once strove 

To meet his passion— but it would not be. 

I felt — I feel — love dwells with — with the free. 

1 am a slave, a favour'd slave at best. 

To share his splendour, and seem very blest t 

Oft must my soul the question undergo. 

Of — ' Dost thou love ? ' and burn to answer, ' No ! ' 

Oh ! hard it is that fondness to sustain. 

And struggle not to feel averse in vain ; 

But harder still the heart's recoil to bear, 

Aud hide from one — perhaps another there. 

He takes the hand 1 give not, nor withhold — 

Its pulse nor check'd nor quicken'd — calmly cold : 

And when resign'd, it drops a lifeless weight 

From one I never loved enough to hate. 

No warmth these lips return by his imprest. 

And chiU'd remembrance shudders o'er the rest. 
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Yes — ^had I ever proved that passion's zeal. 
The change to hatred were at least to feel : 
But atill he goes unmourn'd, returns unsought. 
And oft when present — absent from my thought. 
Or when reflMlJon comes — and come it must — 
I fear that henceforth 'twill but bring disgust ; 
I am his slave — but, in despite of pride, 
'Twere worse than bondage to become his bride. 
Oh ! that this dotage of his breast would cease I 
Or seek another and give mine release. 
But yesterday — 1 could have said, to peace I 
Tea, if unwonted fondness now I feign, 
Remember captive ! 'tis to break thy chain ; 
Repay the life that to thy hand I owe ; 
To give thee back to all endear'd below, 
Who share such love as I can never know. 
Farewell, moni breaks, and I must now away i] 
'Twill cost me dear — hut dread no deatli lo-day !" 



She press'd hin fetter'd Gugers to her heart. 

And bow'd her head, and turn'd her to depart, 

And noiseless as a lovely dream is gone. 

And waa she here ? and is he now alone ? 

What gem hath dropp'd and sparkles o'er his chaiu ? 

The tear most sacred, shed for others' pain. 

That starts at once — bright — pure — from Pity's mini^ 

Already polish'd by the hand divine I 

Oh ! too convincing — dangerously dear — 

In woman's eye the unanswerable tear I 

That weapon of her weakness she can wteld. 

To save, subdue — at once her spear and shield : 

Avoid it — Virtue ebbs and Wisdom errs. 

Too fondly gazing on that grief of hers I 

What lost a world, and bade a hero fly ? 

The timid tear in Cleopatra's eye. 

Yet be the soft triumvir's fault forgiven ; 

By this— how many lose not ewlh — but heaven 1 

Consign their souls to man's eternal foe. 

And Deal their own to spare »nme wanton's woe I 



GAno kl] 



THB COBSAIB. 



136 



XTI. 



'Tifl moni, and o'er his altered features play 
The beams^-without the hope of yesterday. 
What shall he be ere night? perchance a thing 
O'er which the raven flaps her funeral wing^ 
By his closed eye unheeded and unfelt; 
While sets that sun^ and dews of evening melt. 
Chill, wet, and misty round each stiffened limb, 
Befreshing earth — ^reviving all but him I 



CANTO THE THIRD. 



L'kbbaadDiin ."—Dun, 



Slow sJiika, more lovely ere hia race be run," 
Along Morea's hills the setting sun ; 
Not, as in Northern climes, obscurely bright. 
But one unclouded blaze of living light I 
O'er the hush'd deep the yellow beam lie t)irow% 
Gilds the green wave, that trembles as it glows. 
On old j£giiia's rock, and Idra's isle, 
The god of gladness sheds his parting smile ; 
O'er his own regions lingering, loves to shine, 
Tliough there his altars are no more divine. 
Descending fast the mountain shadows kiss 
Thy glorious gulf, unconquered Salamis t 
Their azure arches through the long expanse 
More deeply purpled met his mellowing glance. 
And tenderest tints, along their summits driven, 
Mark his gay course, and own the hues of heaven; 
Till, darkly filiaded from the land and deep. 
Behind his Delphian cliff he sinks to sleep. 



On such itn eve, his palest beam he cast. 

When — Athens I here thy Wisest look'd his last. 

I apening linea, u fu u Motion ii., haiv, pcrlwpa, little buniiHia ben, ut ■! 
Bcied to an unpiililuhcd (tbongli printtd) po«iii, ["Tlif Cona of Hiaar«^*']t J 
J vcn vritten oa Ui* (pot, in Ibe Sptud of ISM, *&d— 1 Mum kK>v vh}-< I 
ler mut nenie tiwir appewuce heni — if bs eaa. 
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How watch'd thy better sons his farewell ray, 
That closed their murder'd aage'a * latest day t 
Not yet — not jet — Sol pauses on the hill — 
The precious hour of parting lingers still ; 
But sad his light to agonising eyes, 
And dark the mountain's once deliglitfnl dyes ■ 
Gloom o'er the lovely land he seem'd to pour. 
The land, where Phoebus never frown'd before ; 
But ere he sunk below Cithieron's head. 
The cup of woe was quaff d — the spirit fled; 
The soul of him who scom'd to fear or fly — 
Who lived and died, as none can live or die 1 

But lo! from high Hymettus to the plain, 
The queen of night asserts her silent reign.' 
No murky vapour, herald of the storm. 
Hides her fair face, nor girds her glowing form ; 
With cornice glimmering as the moon-beams play. 
There the white column greets her grateful ray. 
And bright around with quivering beams beset. 
Her emblem sparkles o'er the minaret : 
The groves of olive scatler'd dark and wide 
Wiere meek Cephisus pours his scanty tide. 
The cypress saddening by the sacred mosque. 
The gleaming turret of the gay kiosk,' 
And, dim and sombre 'mid the holy calm. 
Near Theseus' fane yon solitary pdm. 
All tinged with varied hues arrest the eye — 
And dull were liis that pass'd them heedless by. 



Again the £gean, heard no more afar, 
Lulls his chafed breast from elemental war ; 
Again his waves in milder tints unfold 
Their long array of sapphire and of gold, 

' Socnuc disnk ths hemlock & abort time before auiset (the hoai of FxeentLon), 
■otvilhiflandiDg (he entreatim of his disciples to iruit till the iod treat down. 

* The trflight in Oreec« is much shorlei than in oui own oonntry : tbe lUfs in 
ointer arc longer, but in snmnicr oCeborter duiation. 

' The Kiot^ le a Torktsb summer bouu : the palm ia nithout the preeeut walls "f 
Atheos, Dot bkr froiD the l^mple of Thewus, between wbiidi and the irre, Iho uilII 
— Cephinu' stream is indeed scaatj, aad Ilinraa hu no stream at alL 
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Mix'd with the sliacles of many a distant isle. 
That frown — where gentler ocean seem? to smiie.' 



Not now mj theme — wUj turn my thoughts lo thee P 

Oh ! who can look along thy native sea. 

Nor dwell upon tliy name, whate'er the tale, 

So much its magic must o'er all prevail ? 

Who that heheld that Sun npon thee set, 

Fair Athens I could tliine evening face forget? 

Not he-— whose heart nor time nor distance frees. 

Spell-bound within the clustering Cjclades I 

Nor seems this homage foreign to its strain, 

His Corsair's isle was once ttiiue own domain — 

Would that with freedom it were thine again I 



The Sun hath sank — and, darker than the night, 
Sinks with its beam upon the beacon height 
Medora's heart — the third day's come and gone — 
With it he comes not — sends not — faithless one I 
The wind was fair though light ; and storms were none. 
Last eve Anselmo's biirk retum'd, and yet 
His only tidings that they had not met ! 
Though wild, as now, far different were the talc 
Had Comad waited for that single sai!. 

The night-breeze freshens — she that day bad pas^'d 
In watching ail that Hope proclaim'd a mast ; 
Sadly she sate on high — Impatience bore 
At last her foolsleps to the midnight shore. 
And there she wander'd, heedless of tiie spray 
Hial dash'd her garments oft, and wani'd away : 

' [Of tlia brilliuit ikiu uid Tirirgatcd Undimpci ot Qntet trerj m» ha* Im« 
himnlf • gtDcnl DotuD, from hanng <wnt«npUl«) thsD Ihiungb the haaj Mm 
lan of aoma pron [i«mtifin ; bul, in Lord Bjinii'i poMrj, enjj uugs it dtoili 
A gl«wiu, u Kit wuv iUanunatcd bj ita nabTe nmilune; Mid in Uu> tignrM *U 
lopli the undrnpc vb behold, not aalj tho gBDumI fonn wil conaD^ but th* «P< 
OMBCt, and the attltada, ud the pU; of fntona end of f[e«ii» emompwijint, • 
dioabng, the luddeo Impuleci of monieiiUr; l!»liDgi. — lltunaK Bi.tli.] 
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She saw not, felt not tliis — nor dared depart. 
Nor deem'd it cold — her chill waa at her hemrt; 
Tiil grew such certainty from tiiat suspense — 
His very Sight had shock'd from life or aense ! 

It came at last — a sad and shatter'd boat. 
Whose inmates first beheld whom first they sought ; 
Some bleeding — all most wretched — these the few — 
Scarce knew they how escaped— Mi* all they knew. 
In silence, darkling, each appear'd to wait 
His fellow's mournfii] guess at Conrad's fate : 
Something they would liave said ; but seem'd (« fear 
To trust their accents to Medora'a ear. 
She saw at once, yet sunk not — trembled not — 
Beneath that grief, that loneliness of lot, 
Within that meek fair form, were feelings high, 
That deem'd not till they found their energy. 
While yet was Hope they soften'd, fiutter'd, wept — 
All lost — that softness died not — but it slept j 
And o'er its slumber rose that Strength which said, 
" With nothing left to love, there's nought to dreaii." 
Tis more than nature's ; like the burning might 
Delirium gathers from the fever's height, 

" Silent you stand — nor would I hear you tell 

What — speak not — breathe not — for I know it well — 

Tet would I ask— almost my lip denies 

The — quick your answer — f«ll me where he lies." 

" Lady ! we know not — scarce with life we fled ; 

But here is one denies that he is dead : 

He saw him bound ; and bleeding — but alive." 

She heard no further — 'twas in vain to strive — 

So throbb'd each vein — each thought — till then withstood. 

Her own dark soul— these words at once subdued : 

She totters — falls — and senseless Iiad the wave 

Perchance but snatch'd her from another grave ; 

But that with hands though rude, yet weeping eyes, 

ITiej yield such aid as Pity's haste supplies ; 
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Dash o'er her deathlike cheek the oceau dew, 
Baise, fan, sustain — till life returns anew j 
Awake her handmaida, with the matrons leave 
That fainting form o'er which they gaze and grieve ; 
Then seek Anaeliuo's cavern, to report 
The tale too tedious — when the triumph short. 



In that wild council words wax'd warm and strange. 
With thoughta of ransom, rescue, and revenge ; 
All, save repose or flight : still lingering there 
Breathed Conrad's spirit, and forbade desjtair ; 
Whate'er his fate — the breasts he form'd and led 
Will save him living, or appease him dead. 
Woe to his foes ! there yet survive a few. 
Whose deeds are daring, as their hearts are true. 



Within the Haram's secret chamber sat* 

Stem Seyd, still pondering o'er his Captive's fate ; 

His thoughta on love and hate alternate dwell. 

Now with Gulnare, aud now in Conrad's cell; 

Here at his feet the lovely slave reclined 

Surveys his brow — would soothe his gloom of mind ; 

While many an anxious glance her targe dark eye 

Sends in its idle search for sympathy. 

His only bends in seeming o'er his beads,' 

But inly views bis victim as he bleeds. 

"Pacha! the day is thine; and on thy crest 
Sits Triumph — Conrad taken — fall'n the rest ! 
His doom is fix' d— he dies; and well his fate 
Was earn'd — yet much too worthless for thy hate : 
Metliinks, a short release, for ransom told 
With all his treasure, not unwisely sold ; 
Report speaks lai^ly of his pirate-hoard — 
Would that of thw my Pacha were the lord! 

* Tli« Maboluig, or Halionictaii roauj ; tlu beadi *re in ouiub«i ninitr -nio*. 
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"While baffled, weaken'd by this fatal fray — 
Watch'd — follow'd— he were then an easier prey; 
But once cut off — the remnant of hia band 
Embark their wealth, and seek a safer strand," 



" Gulnare I — if for each drop of blood a gem 

Were offer'd rich as Stamboul'a diadem; 

If for each hair of his a massy mine 

Of virgin ore should sui)plicating shine; 

If nil our Arab tales divulge or dream 

Of wealth were here — that gold should not redeem ! 

It had not now redeem'd a single hour ; 

But that I know him fetter'd, in my power ; 

And, thirstiDg for revenge, I ponder still 

On pangs that longest rack, and latest kill." 

" Nay, Seyd ! I seek not to restrain thy ragi-. 
Too jastly moved for mercy to assuage ; 
My thoughts were only to secure for thee 
His riche.8, thus released, he were not free : 
Disabled, shorn of half his might and band. 
His capture could but wait thy first command." 

"His capture could! — and shall I then resign 
One day to him — -the wretch already mine ? 
Eelease my foe I — at whose remotistrance ? — thine ! 
Pair suitor ! — to thy virtuous gratitude. 
That thus repays this Giaour's relenting mood. 
Which thee and thine alone of all could spare. 
No doubt — regardless if the prize were fair. 
My thanks and praise alike are due— now hear I 
1 have a counsel for thy gentler ear : 
1 do mistrust thee, woman ! and each word 
Of thine stamps truth on all Suspicion heard. 
Borne in his arras through fire from yon Serai — 
Say, wert thou lingering there with him to Hj? 
Thou need'st not answer — thy confession sp&iks. 
Already reddening on thy guilty cheeks: 
Then, lovely dame, bethink thee ! and beware: 
T's not hit life alone mnv claim such care !. 
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Another word and — naj — I need no more. 
Accursed was the moment when he bore 
Thee from the flames, which better far — but no — 
I then had moum'd thee with a lover's woe — 
Now 'tis thy lord that warns — deceitful thing ! 
Know'st thou that I can clip thy wanton wing ? 
In words alone I am not wont to chafe: 
Look to thyself, nor deem thy falsehood safe !" 

He rose — and slowly, sternly thence withdrew, 
Bage in his eye, and threats in his adieu : 
Ah I Utde reck'd that chief of womanhood — 
Wliich frowns ne'er quell'd, nor menaces subdued; 
And little deem'd he what thy heart, Gulnare ! 
Wheu soft could feel, and when incensed could dan. 
His doubta appeared to wrong — nor yet she knew 
How deep the root from whence compassion grew — 
She was a slave — from such may captives claim 
A fellow-feeling, differing but in name ; 
Still half unconscious — heedless of his wrath. 
Again she ventured on the dangerous path, 
Again his rage repell'd — until arose 
That strife of thought, the source of woman's woea I 



MeanwhOe long, anxious, weary, still the same 

SoU'd day and night : his soul could terror tam^^ 

This fearful interval of doubt and dread, 

When every hour miglit doom him worse than dead^ 

When every step that echo'd by tlie gate. 

Might entering lead where axe and stake awiut; 

When every voice tliat grated on his ear 

Might be the last that he could ever hear ; 

Could terror tame^that spirit stern and high 

Had proved unwilling ns unSt to die ; 

'Twus worn — [lerluijw decay' d — yet silent bore 

That conflict, deadlier far than all before : 

The heal of fight, the hurry of the gale, 

X^eave scarce one thought inert enough to quail : 
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Bat bound and fix'd in fetter'd solitude. 
To pine, the prey of every changing mood; 
To gaze on thine own heart ; and meditat* 
Irrevocable faults, and coming fate- 
Too late the last to shun — the first to mend- 
To count the hours that struggle to thine end. 
With not a friend to animate and tell 
To other ears that death became thee well ; 
Around thee foes to forge the ready lie. 
And blot life's latest scene with calumny ; 
Before thee tortures, which the soul can dare. 
Yet doubts how well the shrinking flesh may bear; 
But deeply feels a single cry would shame. 
To valour's praise thy last and dearest claim ; 
The life thou lea/st below, denied above 
By kind monopolists of heavenly love; 
And more than doubtful paradise — thy heaven 
Of earthly hope^thy loved one from thee riven. 
Such were tlie thoughts that outlaw must sustain. 
And govern pangs surpassing mortal pain : 
And those sustain'd he — boots it well or ill? 
Since not to sink beneath, is something still ! 



Tlie first day pass'd — he saw not her — GuJnare — 

The second, tlilrd — and slill she came not tliere; 

But what lier words avouch'd, her charms had done^ 

Or else he had not seen another sun. 

The fourth day roll'd along, and with the night 

Came storm and darkness in their mingling might. 

Ob I how he listen'd to the rushing deep. 

That ne'er till now so broke upon his sleep; 

And his wild spirit wilder wishes sent. 

Roused by the roar of his own element I 

Oft hod he ridden on that winged wave. 

And loved its roughness for the speed it gave; 

And now its dasliing eclio'd on his ear, 

A long known voice — alas ! too vainly near I 

Loud sung the wind above; and, dunblj loud. 

Shook o'er his turret cell the tliiinder-cloud; 
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And flash'd the lightning b; the latticed bar. 
To him more genial than the miduight fter : 
Close to the glimmering grate he dragg'd his chain, 
And hoped that peril might not prove in vain. 
He rais'd hia iron band to Heaven, and pray'd 
One pitying flash to mar the form it made : 
His steel and impious prayer attract alike — 
The storm roll'd onward, and disdaiu'd to strike ; 
It« peal wax'd fainter — ceased ^he felt alone, 
As if some faithless Mend bad spum'd hia groan ! 



The midnight pass'd, and to the massy door 
A light step came — it paused — it moved once more ; 
Slow turns the graliiig bolt and sullen kej : 
'Tis as his heart foreboded — that fair she ! 
Whate'er her sins, to him a guardian saint. 
And beauteous still as hermit's hope can paint ; 
Yet changed since last within that cell she came, 
More pale her cheek, more tremuloas her frame : 
On him she cast her dark and hurried eye. 
Which spoke before her accenta — " Thou must die t 
Yes, thou must die — there is but one resource. 
The last — the worst — if torture were not worse." 

"Lady! I look to none; my lips proclium 
What last proclaim'd they— Conrad still the same : 
Why should'st thou seek an outlaw's Ufe to spore. 
And change the sentence I deserve to bear '' 
Well have I eam'd — nor here alone — the meoa 
Of Seyd's revenge, by many a lawless deed." 

" Wily should 1 seek ? because — Oh I did'sl thou not 
Redeem my life from worse than slavery's lot ? 
Why should I seek? — hath misery made thee blind 
To the fond workings of a woman's mind ? 
And nmst I say ?— albeit my heart rebel 
With all that woman feela, but should not tell — 
Because, despite thy crimes, that heart is moved : 
Xt fear'd thee, thank'd thee, pitied, madden'd, loved. 
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Il<?[)ly not, tell not now thy tale again. 
Thou lov'st another, and I love in vain : 
Though fond as mine her bosom, form more fair, 
I rush through peril which she would not dare. 
If that lliy heart to hers were truly dear. 
Were I thine own thon wert not lonely here ; 
An outlaw's apouse and leave her lord t« roam 1 
"What hath such gentle dame to do with home ? 
But speak not now — o'er thine and o'er my head 
Hangs the keen sabre by a single tiiread ; 
If thou hast courage still, and would'st be free, 
Keceive this poniard — rise and follow me ! " 

"Ay in my chains ! my steps will gently tread, 
"With these adornments, o'er each slumbering head 1 
Thou hast forgot— is this a garb for flight? 
Or is that inatnuneut more fit for fight ? " 

" Misdoubting Corsair I I have gained the guard. 

Ripe for revolt, and greedy for reward. 

A single word of mine removes that chain : 

Without some aid how here could I remain? 

Well, since we met, hath sped my busy time. 

If in aught evil, for thy sake the crime : 

The crime — 'tis none to punish those of Seyd. 

That hated tyrant, Conrad — he must bleed I 

I see thee shudder, but my soul is changed — 

Wrong'd, spuni'd, reviled, and it shall be avenged — 

Accused of what till now my heart disdaiu'd — 

Too faithful, though to bitter bondage chain'd. 

Yes, smile ! — but he had little cause to sneer, 

£ was not treacherous then, nor thou too dear : 

But he has said it— and the jealous well, — 

Those tyrants, teasing, tempting to rebel, — 

Deserve the fate their fretting lips foretell. 

I never loved — he bought me — somewhat Iiigh — 

Since vrith me came a heart he could not buy. 

I was a slave unmurmuring ; he hath said. 

But for his rescue I with thee had fled. 

'Twas false thou know'st — but let such augurs rue. 
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Their words are omens iuaiilt renilers true. 

Nor was thy respite granted to my prai er ; 

This fleeting grace waa only to prepare 

New torments for thy life, and my despair. 

Mine too he threatens ; but his dotage siill 

"Would fain reserve me for his lordly will : 

When wearier of these fleeting charms and me, 

There yawns the sack, and yonder rolb the sea I 

What, am I then a toy for dotard's play. 

To wear but till the gilding frets away ? 

I saw thee — loved thee — owe thee all — would save. 

If but to show how grateful is a slave. 

Bat had he not thus menaced fame and life, — 

And well he keeps his oaths pronounced in strife — 

I still had saved thee, but the Pacha spared. 

Now I am all thine own, for all prepared : 

Thou lo/at me not, nor know'st — or but the worst. 

Alas I (iU love — UaC hatred— are the first — 

Oh ! could'at thou prove my truth, thou would'st not start, 

Nor fear the fire ttiat Ughts an Eastern heart ; 

'TIS now the beacon of thy safety — now 

It points within the port a Mainote prow ; 

But in one chamber, where our path must lead. 

There sleeps — he must not wake — the oppressor Seyd ! " 

" Gulnare — Gulnare — I never felt till now 

My abject fortune, wither'd fame so low : 

Scyd is mine enemy ; had swept my band 

From earth with rutlUess but with open hand. 

And therefore came I, in my bark of war. 

To smite the smiter with the scimitar; 

Such is my weapon — not tlie secret knife; 

Who spares a woman'ii seeks not slumber'a life. 

Thine saved I gladly. Lady — not for this ; 

Let me not deem that mercy shown amiss. 

Now fare thee well — more peace he with thy breast I 

Night wears apace, my last of earthly rest ! " 

" Best ! rest I by sunrise must thy sinews shake. 
And thy limbs writhe around tlic ready stake, 
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I heard tlie order — saw^I will not see — 

]f thou wilt perish, I will fall with thee. 

My life, my love, my hatred — all below 

Are on this cast — Corsair I 'tis but a blow I 

Without it flight were idle — how evade 

Hia sure pursuit P — my wrongs too unrepaid. 

My youth disgraced, the long, long wasted years. 

One blow shall cancel with our future fears ; 

But since the dagger suits thee less than brand, 

rH try the firmness of a female hand. 

Tlie guards are gain'd — one moment all were o'er 

Coisair! we meet in safety or no more; 

If errs my feeble hand, the morning cloud 

Will hover o'er thy scaffold, and my shroud." 



She tum'd, and vanish'd ere he could re[)ly. 

But his glance follow'd far with eager eye; 

And gathering, as he could, the links that bound 

His form, to curl their length, and curb their sound, 

Since bar and bolt no more his steps preclude. 

He, fast as fetter'd limbs allow, pursued. 

Twas dark and winding, and he knew not where 

That passage led ; nor lamp nor guard was there ; 

He sees a dusky glimmering — shall he seek 

Or Rhun that ray so indistinct and weak p 

Chance guides his steps — a freshness seems to bear 

Full on his bro^ as if from morning air; 

He reach'd an opan gallery — on his eye 

Gleam'd the last star of night, the clearing sky : 

Yet scarcely heeded these — another light 

?rom a lone chamber struck upon hit sight. 

Towards it he moved ; a scarcely closing door 

BeveaI'd the ray within, but nothing more. 

With hasty step a figure outward past, 

Then paused, and tnrn'd — and paused — 'tis She at last I 

No poniard in that hand, nor sign of ill — 

"Thanks to that softening heart — she could not kill I " 

Again he took'd, the wildness of her eye 

Starts from the day abrupt and fearfully. 
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She stopp'd — threw back her dark far-ilcjiuiig liair. 
That nearly veii'd lier face and bosom fuir, 
A.S if she kt« had bent her leaning hend 
Above some object of her doubt or dread. 
They meet — upon her brow — uuknown, forgot — 
Uer hurrying hand had left — 'twas but a spot — 
Its hue was all he saw, and scarce witliBtood — 
Oh ! slight but certain pledge of crime — 'tis blood I 



lie had seen battle — he had brooded lone 

O'er promised pangs to sentenced guilt foreshown; 

He bad been tempted, chaaten'd, and (he chain 

Tet on his arms might ever there remain : 

But ne'er from strife, cnptivity, remorse — 

From all his feelings in their inmost force — 

So tliriU'd, BO shudder'd every creeping vein, 

As now they froze before that purple stain. 

That spot of blood, that light but guilty streak. 

Had banish'd all the beauty from her cheek ! 

Blood he had tiew'd, could view unmoved — but then 

It flow'd in combat, or was shed by men ! 



"'Tis done — lie nearly waked — but it is done. 
Corsair ! lie perish'd — thou art dearly won. 
All words would now be vain — away — away I 
Our bark is lossing — 'tis already (lay. 
The few gain'd over, now are wholly mine. 
And these tliy yet surviving band shall join ; 
Anon my voice sliull vindicate ray hand. 
When 011CC our suil fiirsakca this hated strand," 



She clapp'd her haiifls, and through the gallery poor, 
Equipp'd for flighl, her viiasals — Ureelc and Moor; 
Silent but quick tliey sloop, his chains unbind; 
Once more his limbs are free us mountain wiudl 
fiat on his licnvy heart such sadness sate. 
As iflhev then- irniisfTr'd that iron weight. 
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No words are utter'd — at lier sign, a door 
Beveals the Eecret passage to tlie shore ; 
The city lies behind — thej speed, they reach 
The glad waves dancing on the yellow beacn ; 
And Conrad following, at her beck, obey'd. 
Nor cared he now if rescued or betroj'd ; 
Besistance were as nselesa as if Seyd 
Yet lived to view the doom Iiis ire decreed. 



Embark'd, the sail unfurl' d, the light breeze blew— 
How much bad Conrad's memory to review ! 
Sunk he in contemplation, till the cape 
Where last he anchor'd rear'd its giant shape. 
Ah ! siDce that fatal night, though brief the time. 
Had swept an age of terror, grief, and crime. 
As its far shadow frown'd above the mast. 
He veil'd his face, and sorrow'd as he pass'd ; 
He thought of all — Gonsalvo and his band. 
His Heeting triumph and Ids failing hand ; 
He thought on her afar, his lonely bride : 
He tum'd and saw — Qulnare, the liomicide I 



She watch'd his featurea tiU she could not bear 
Their freezing aspect and averted air ; 
And that strange fierceness foreign to her eye 
Fell quench'd in tears, too late to shed or dry. 
She knelt beside him and his hand she press'd, 
"Thou may'st forgive though Allah's self detest; 
But for that deed of darkness what wert thou? 
Beproach me but not yet — Oh 1 spare me now ! 
I am not what I seem — this fearful night 
My brain bewilder'd — do not madden quite I 
If I had never loved, though less my guilt. 
Thou hadst not lived to — hate me — if thou wilt." 



She wrongs his tiioughts, they more himself upbraid 
Than her, though undesiin'd. the wretch he made ; 



THE COBS&IE. 

Bat speecblesa all, deep, dark, and unexprest, 
They bleed within that silent cell — his breast. 
Still onward, fair the breeze, nor rough the siir^ 
The blue waves sport arouud the steru they urgft ; 
Far on the horizon's verge appears a speck, 
A spot — a mast — a sail — an armed deck ! 
Their little bark her men of watch descry. 
And ampler canvass woos the wind from liigh; 
She bears her down majestically near. 
Speed on her prow, and terror in her tier; 
A flash is seen — the ball beyond her bow 
Booms harmless, hissing to the deep below. 
Up rose keen Conrad from his sileut trance, 
A long, long absent gladness in his glance; 
"'Tis mine — my blood-red flag! again — again — 
I am not all deserted on the main I" 
They own the signal, aris'ier to Iheliail, 
Hoist out the boat at once, anu slacken sail. 
" 'IHs Conrad ! Conrad I" shouting from the deck, 
Command nor duty could their transport check I 
With light alacrity and gaze of pride. 
They view him mount once more bis vessel's side; 
A smile n-luxing in eacli rugged face, 
Their anus can scarce forbear a rough embrace. 
Re, half fot^tting danger and defeat. 
Returns their greetiug as a chief may greet, 
WrtiigB with a cordial grasp Ansdmo'a hand. 
And feels he yet can conquer and command I 



These greetings o'er, the feelings that o'ltHob', 
Yet grieve to nin him back without a blow ; 
They aaii'd prepared for vengeance — had tliey known 
A woman's hand secured that deed her own. 
She were their qneeu — less scrupulous are they 
Than haughty Conrad how ihey win their way. 
With many an asking smile, and wondering stare, 
ITiey whisper round, and gaze apon Gulnnrc ; 
And her, at once above — beneath her sei, 
\Vhom blood appall'd not, their regards perplex. 
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To Conrad turns her faint imploring eye. 
She drops her veil, and stands in silence by j 
Her arms are meekly folded on that breast. 
Which — Conrad safe — to fate resign'd the rest. 
Though worse than frenzy could that bosom fill. 
Extreme in love or hate, in good or ill. 
The worst of crimes had left her woman still ! 



This Conrad mark'd, and felt — ah I could he lessP— 

Hate of that deed, but grief for her distress ; 

M'hat she has done no tears can wash away. 

And Heaven must punish on its angry day ; 

But — it was done : he knew, whate'er her guilt, 

For htm that poiuard smote, that blood was spilt; 

Ajid he was free ! and she for him had given 

Her all on earth, and m'jre t!nn all in heaven ! 

And now he tum'd him lo that dark-eyed slave 

"Whose brow was bow'd benealh the glance he gave, 

Who now seera'd changed and humbled, faint and ra( 

But varying oft the colour of her cheek 

To deeper shades of paleness — all its red 

That fearful spot which stain'd it from the dead I 

He took that hand — it trembled — now too late — 

So soft in love, so wildly nerved in hate; 

lie clasp'd that hand — it trembled— and his own 

Had lost its firmness, and his voice its tone. 

"Gulnaret" — but she replied not— "dear Guluarel" 

She raised her eye — her only answer there— 

At once she sought and sunk in his embrace : 

If he had drivtn her from that resting-place. 

His had been more or less than mortal heart. 

But — good or ill — it bade her not depart. 

Perchance, but for the bodings of his breast. 

His latest virtue then had join'd the rest. 

Yet even Medora might forgive the kiss 

That ask'd from fonn so fair no more than this. 

The first, the last that Frailty stole from Faith— 

To lips where Love had lavish'd all his hrcafli. 
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To lips — whose broken sighs such fragrauce Hing, 
As he had fann'd them fresUy with his wing I 



Thtij gain by twilighf a hour tlieir lonely isle. 

To them the very rocks appear to smOe ; 

The haven hums with many a cheering sound. 

The beacons blaze their wonted stntious roand. 

The boats are darting o'er tlie curly bay. 

And sportive dolphins bend them through the spray; 

Even the hoarse sea-bird's shrill, discordant shriek, 

Greets like the welcome of his tuneless beak I 

Beneath each lamp that through its lattice gleams. 

Their fancy paints the friends that trim the beams. 

Oh ! what can sanctify the joys of borne, 

Like Hope's gay glance from Ocean's troubled foamP 



The lights arc high on beaeon atid from bower. 

And 'midst them Conrad seeks Medora's tower: 

He looks in vain — 'tis strange — and all remark, 

Amid so many, hers alone is dark, 

'Tis strange — of yore its welcome never fail'd. 

Nor now, perchance, ejtinguish'd, only veil'd. 

"With the first boat descends he for the shore, 

And looks impatient on the lingering oar. 

Oh I for a wing beyond the falcon's flight. 

To bear him Uke an arrow to that height I 

With the first pause the resting rowers gave. 

He waits not, looks not — leaps into the wave, 

Strives tlirough the surge, bestrides the beach, and high 

Ascends the path familiar to his eye. 

He reach'd his turret door— he paused — no sound 

Broke from within ; and all was night around. 

He knock'd, and loudly — footstep nor reply 

Announced that any heard or dcem'd him nigh ; 

He knock'd, but faintly — for his trembhng baud 

Befused to aid his heavy heart's demand. 

The portal opens — 'tis a well known face. 

But not the form he punted In embrace. 
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Its lips are sileut — twice his own essaj'M, 
And fail'd to frame the queatioii thej delaj'd; 
He snatch'd the lamp— its light wiil answer all- 
It quits his grasp, expiring in the fall. , 
He would not wait for that reviving raj — 
As soon could he have linger'd tliere for day ; 
But, glimmering through the dusky corridor. 
Another chequers o'er the shadow'd Hoor ; 
His !'tc[is the chamber gain — his eyes beliold 
All that his heart believed uot — jct foretold ! 



Me liiniM not — spoke not — sunk not — fix'd his look. 

And set the anxious frame that lately shook : 

He gazed — how long we gaze despite of pain, 

And know, but dare not own, we gaze in vain I 

In life itself she was so still and fair. 

That death with gentler aspect wither'd there; 

And the cold flowers ' her colder hand contaio'd. 

In that last grasp as tenderly were strain'd 

As if she scarcely felt, but feign'tl a sleep. 

And made it almost mockery yet to weep ; 

The long dark lashes fringed her lids of snow, 

And veil'd — thought shrinks from all that lurk'd below— 

Oh ! o'er the eye Death most exerts his might, 

And hurls the spirit from lier throne of light; 

Sinks those blue orbs in that long last eclipse. 

But spares, as yet, the charm around her lips — 

Yet, yet they seem as they forebore to smile. 

And wish'd repose,— but only for a while; 

But the wiiite shroud, and each extended tresa, 

Long, fair — but spread in utter liftlessiiess. 

Which, late the sport of every summer wind. 

Escaped t!ie baffled wreath that strove to bind; 

These — and the pale pure cheek, became the bier — 

But she is notJiing — wherefore is he here ? 
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He ask'd no question — all were auawet'd now 
By the first glance on that atill, marble brow. 
It was enough — she died — what reck'J it bow ? 
The love of youth, the hope of better yeara. 
The source of softest wishes, tenderest fears. 
The only living thing he could not hate, 
Was reft at once — and he deserved his fate. 
But did not feel it leas ; — the prad explore. 
For peace, those realms where guilt can never soar : 
The proud, the wayward — who have fii'd below 
Their joy, and find this earth enough for woe. 
Lose in that one their aJl — perchance a mite — 
But who in patience parts with ail delight ? 
Full many a stoic eye and aspect stem 
Mask hearts where grief hath little left to leiirn ; 
And many a withering thought lies hid, not lost. 
In smiles that least befit who wear them most. 



By those, that deepest feel, is ill exprcst 
TJie indistinctness of the suFTering breast ; 
Where thousand thonghls begin to end in one. 
Which seeks from all the refuge found in none; 
No worda suffice the secret aoul to show. 
For Truth denies all eloquence to Woe. 
On Conrad's stricken soul exhaustion presi. 
And stupor almost luH'd it into rest ; 
So feeble now — his mother's softness crept 
To those wild eyes, which like an infant's wept; 
It was the very weakneaa of his brain, 
Whicli thus confess'd without relieving pain. 
None saw his trickling tears — perchauce, if seen. 
That useless flood of grief had never been : 
Nor long they flow'd — he dried them to depart. 
In helpless — hopeless — brokenness of heart ; 
The sun goes forth, but Conrad's day is dim ; 
And the night cumrth — ne'er to pnss from him. 
There is no darkness like the cloud of mind. 
On griefs vsm eye — the blindest of the blind I 
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Which may not — dare not see — but toms aside 
To blackest shade — nor will endure a guide ! 



His heart was form'd for softness— warp'd to wrong, 

Betraj'd too early, and beguiled too long ; 

Each feeling pure — as falls the dropping dew 

Within the grot, like that had harden'd too ; 

Le?s clear, perchance, its earthly trials pa:is'd, 

Itut sunk, and chill'd, and petrified at last. 

Yet tempests wear, and lightning cleaves the rock ; 

If such his heart, so shalter'd it the shock. 

There grew one flower beneath its rugged brow. 

Though dark the shade— it shelter* d — saved till now. 

The thunder came — that bolt hath blasted both. 

The Gmnite's firmness, and the Lily's growth : 

The gentle plant hath left no leaf to tell 

Its tide, but shrunk and wither'd where it fell j 

And of its cold protector, blacken round 

But ahiver'd fragments on the barren ground 1 ^_ 



'Tis morn — to venture on his lonely hour -^^jy 

I'ew dare) though now Anselmo sought his tower. 

He was not there, nor seen along the shore; 

Ere night, alarm'd, their isle is traversed o'er : 

Another mom^another bids them seek, 

And shout his name till echo waxelli weak ; 

Ikfouut, grotto, cavern, valley search'd in vain, 

Tliey find on shore a sea-boat's broken chain : 

Their hope revives — they follow o'er the main. 

"fis idle all— moons roll on moons away. 

And Conrad comes not, came not since that day: 

Nor trace nor tidings of his doom declare 

Where hves his grief, or perish'd his despair ! 

Long moum'd his band whom none could mourn beside; 

And fair the monument they gave his bride : 

For him they raise not the recording stone — 

His death yet dubious, deeds too widely known ; 
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He left a Corsair's name to other timei, 
Link'd with one virtue, and a thousand crimes.' 

■ Thftt tJM point of hoDOUF which u rtjmteaUA in one instuini cf ConniTi dwnrlai 
bu not been carried bejund the boimda of prohtbilitj, aaj perlupa be in Hme degrm 
ccnGmied b; the foltoitiDg anecdote of a brother bacaneer in the ;«r 1SI4 : — "Ooi 
readera hive all >eeD the >e«oiint uf the enterpnse igunat the pintM of Burstuia ; 
but fev, we believe, irere informed of the litoation, hiMor;, or naton of thai eat»- 
bliahmeot. Far the information of auch u were aaacqaauited with it, ve hate pro- 
cured from a frienil the folloiring intemting narrative of the main fiicta, of vhich ha 
haa peraooal knowledge, and which caonot fail to intereat aome of onr t«adBi« : — 
BamUria in a baj, or a narrow arm of Uie Oolf of Heiioa ; it nma tbiODgh a rich 
bat very flat Dountrr, unUl it reachei within a mile of the Hiadntppi Tiver, fiftean 
mUct below the citj of New Orleani. The ba; hai branchca almost innaroenble, in 
which penoDi can lie Mnoealed from the aevereet acralinT. It commnnicKts* with 
three lakn which lie on the loulh-wut aide, and thcic, with the laU of the mm* 
name, and which liea eoatjgnoaa to the sea, whsrs than ia an inland formed I7 the 
Iwo arma of thia lake and the aea. The eaat and west poinla of this ialand were 
fiirtified, in the jcar 1811, by a band of pirates, nnder the command of one Hosiiriir 
La Pitta. A large majority of theae outlaws ar« of that elaaa of the population of th* 
atat« of Louinana who Bed from the igland of 8L Domingo daring the traublea there. 
and took refuge in the ialand uf Cuba ; and when the last war between Pranoe and 
Spun eonimeneed, the; were compelled to leave that iatand with the ahort notice of a 
(aw da;a. Without oenmonj the; enterod the United Statea, the moat of them the 
State of Louisiana, with alt the negroes thej had poaaeaaed in Cuba. Thef were 
DetiGrd bj (he QorettiDr of that State of the olaoM in the eonatituUou which [orbada 
the imjnrtation of alavet ; bat, at the lame tune, recaved the aaanranoe of Iha 
Goveruor that he would obtain, if poauble, the appTobation of the QeiterBl Oovera- 
Bcnt for their ralainiug thia propertj. — The ialand of Batralaria ia sitoated abont 
tat, 29 deg. IS mio., Ion. 62. 30. ; and ia aa remarkable for ila health aa for the 
■iiperior acale and ^ell Gih with which ite waten abound. The chief of thia hord^ 
like Cbarlea de Moor, had. mixed with his many vicca, lome nrtnca. In liie jear 
1S13, Ihii part; had, from ita turpitude and boldneaa, claimed the atlfntion of the 
Qo'VerDor of touinana ; and to break up the eatabtiahment he thought proper lo strike 
Ml tb« head. He therefore, uffered a reward of GOO dollan lor the head of Uonuent 
Ia Pilte, who was wdl known to the inbabilanls of the eit; of Kew Orlcana, from lila 
tmnwdinu eounectbn, and hia onoe having been a fendng-maaler in that citjr of gnat 
repntation. which art he learnt in Buonaparte'a aimj, where he waa a captain. T'le 
nwaid whieh wai offered b; the Uuvomor liir the head of 1« PitCe waa anawerrd hj 
(he ofer of a reward from the latter of 15,01)0 for the lieail of the Oovemnr, Tba 
flavenu>r onland out a oompanj to maroh from the eitj to Ia Fitln'a ialand, and to 
hura and deatro; all the proparlj, bihI to bring to the city of New Orlwna all hir 
lauulitti. Thia oompanj, ondor ibt oommand of a man who had been the biiinate 
■aioaiate of thia bold Captain, approaehed verj near to the fortified bland, babre he 
aaw a nan, or heard a aoond, until hs heard a whiitte, nut onlike a bDaUwain'i etU. 
Tbva it was he found himaetf Eurroooded bj armed men whs had emerged from the 
■ecret avrnne* which led into Bafou. Here it was that the mudem L'hailei de Moor 
developed hia few noble traits ; for to Ihia man, who hail come to destroj hla life aad 
•II that waa dear to him, he not onl; epared hia lite, but offcreil him that which woald 
have made the honest aoldier easj tor iita remainder of hia days, which was indignaotl; 
n^fuaed. He then, with the approbation of his c^>tor, returned to the city. Thia 
^'-irrmuatance, and aome coneomilant eventa. proved that this band of piratea waa not 
t- tie taken bj land. Our naval fiir« having alwaja been small in that quartn, 
• ivrtiona for the dntmction of lliia illioit establishment oonld not be etpected fimn 
til-la ontii angmenled ; fi<r an officer of the navy, with mnat of the gon-boata on that 
■tilioii, had to retivat from an overwhalmiug G>rea of 1a Fltta'a So soon aa tba 
aii^mentalion of the nav; authiriwd aa Ulack. one waa node ; the overlbrow iJ thia 
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luiditli hu bND the leaolt : uid now tliis slmoat inTulnflratle point uid ke; to N«w 
Urltooi ii clr&r of aa eoem;, it U to be hoped the goTenuneut will hold it by t itrotig 
militarj ibroe."— J meriean Newipaper. 

Id Noble'i oontionslloD of " Orangtr'* Biognpbial Hiiitnr;," there ii > nignlBr 
jaMtage la bii seoouot of Arcbblsbop Blaekboamo ; luii u iu Mjme mea 
■ilh tbe profowoD of the hero of the fureguiog poem, I ouinnt reiiBt the temptatiuD of 
eitnctJDg it. — "TheiB i> aometiuog mjEterione iu tbe bintotj utd ohUKcler of Dr. 
BlackbaurD& The foriDer in bnt imperfeoti; knovn ; aod report hu etea luerted be 
WM a booaiwer ; nod that qdo of bin brethrea in tliat profeuion hiiviug luked, on hin 
krnni io England, what had become of bin old cham, Blackbounie, wae muwercd, he 
u Archbiahop of York. We itre informed, that Blackbaarae waa iuBtalliid tub-dean of 
Kieter in 1<1S4, wbicb office be reugned in 1T02 ; bat thei hut eucceiuor Levia 
Barnet'i dektb, is 1T04, be legabed it. In tbe Inllawing j ear he became dean ; and 
in 1711 held with it tbe arcbileuierj of Cornwall. He wu aoDBecral«<l Blthop of 
IvMler, PebnuirSl, 171K; uid traoslated to Tock, NoTember 28, 17:14, u a rewanl, 
■oBDrding to oonrt (canilal, for nniting George I. to tbe LiucbuB of Muneter. This, 
kowersr, tppearg to luTe been an unfonnded cslamoy. Ai arcbbiihop he behaved 
«)tb gnal firndence, and wu eqaklly respectable aa the guardian of U>e reiennes of 
U>a ate. Kamonr whicpered he retained the xlcea of hia jouth. anii that a puaiou for 
tbe bir sei formed an item in the liit of hii irnkneaaea ; but lo far liom being oia- 
Ticted I7 HTentj vitneasra, he doea not appear to haTe been directlj oriminated bj 
MM. In abort, I loot upon theu uperaions ai the effects of mere m>iiee. How in it 
pCHihte » buccauMT ahonid have been eo good a ubolar as Blaokbonrne oerlainlj waa ! 
He who had 10 per&et ■ kuovtedge of the clasaiea (particularly of the Ureek tra- 
gtdiuu), M to b« ttble to read them with ths eanie otse an he niuld Shakapeare, mual 
ban UlUB gnat pains to acquire the learned languages ; and have had both leisure 
and gaod mastera. Bnt he oaa Dndoubl«dly educated at Christ.cLuroh College, Uiford. 
He is allowed to ha*e bMO a pleasant man ; this, hovcTer, was turned against him, 
bj ila being aaid, 'he gained more bearte than soula.' " 

" The anlf Toice that ooold soothe the paseinns of the n*age (Alphooeo III.) vtu 
tliat of an amiable and virtnotis wife, tbe sole abject of his love ; tbe voice of Donna 
laabella, the daughter of the Duke of Bavoy, and the grand -dangbter of Philip U. 
King of Spain. — Bar dying words muk deep into his meiODrj ; hia fierce spirit melted 
into tear* ; and, after the tost embrsre, Alphouso retired into hia chamber to bewail 
bia irreparable loss, and Lo meditate on the Tanity of hnmau life." — GUibmi'i Hit- 
* Waiii, *oL iiL, p. 473. 
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INTRODUCTION TO LAHA. 



lathe DodicstioB to "Ths Conair" (Ju. 3, 1S14), Lord B 
be ahoald pnblab noUung further for aeTenl yetn. fait, time tli 



Ji nreogth, and in tha April fullowiog b< 



le moit eitnordinu7 di 



e»er entered the mind of s inccewfiil author, which *m uot onlj le w 
future, but to reutll ever? line he had aJreadj |>eDned. He sent Ur. Unmj a dnfl 
for the snm vhioh had been paid for the coppighta, and ui appeal to tua good Mtnra 
from the publisher, alone presented the execntiuu of the euhcme. While Borgpe nn( 
witb hli fame, thp hisses of taiy, hatred, and malice made lhem«etTe> heard amid lb* 
loud applauie. Hii frieoda, who ackDowtedged that no oue wrote >o well, feared b* 
would wrila too muf h ; and he himself doubled the solid worth of what be wrote ■• 
fan. Under the united influence of these imprveeiona he reaalrcid to laf by, and meant 
perhapi, in the intenal, to gather himself up for a mightj spring, wbcn tin appetila 
of the public wis iucreawdb; abatineooe. Bnt be might hsTe detennined not to breatb* 
with an equal chance of keeping Me TOW. Before the end of Haj " Laim " waa hcai^ 
and was carried on clueflj while the autbor nndresaed after halli aad maaqncndea; 
It vaa published, auonjrmoualjr, in August, in the same Tolnme withtbe "Jaoqaelin*** 
of Hogen, a conjunction too unnatural to last bejond the bonr. Ad aequaintanoe of 
Lord Bjrron, who waa readiug the book in the Brighton coach, was aakvd bf a 
passenger the name of the author, and on repljing that tliej were two, " Aj, Af," 
rejoined tha querist, — "a joint concern, I suppose, — lummol like Stemhold and 
Hopkins." The "Till comparisou" delighted Lord Spun, alwap picaiad with taj 
ludicrouB absuiditjr which nruck at literarj fame. It is eridcol that the tale ik sha 
aeqnclof "The Carnur"— that Lan is Conrad ; Kaled, Oulnnre, and that ¥nloim 
was snatched from Sir Euelin and Bed «ith her lorei to the Firatc's IsUnd. A few 
months after the appc&rance of the poem Lord lijron pronounced that it was *'his nuiat 
unpopular eSerrescenoe, brang too little namtirp, and too metaphysical tfl pleaaa tba 
majority of readera.' The continuadon is corlaJnlj tame in comparison with " The 
Cot™ir." The ohaiaetH' of l^n — in whioh Lord Bjrou drew again from Ui penuaal 
bistorj— is nther tediouslf minule ; and, with much fine tcth, then b Ml tha 
Ibnuer living language) and huTTTing action, to bear us onward wilb bi 
George Ellis ol^ecled that the mysterious lisiua, which appears to Lara 
ball, vaianexereacenoeonthe poem, and It is now 
with the norr, but with tha author's rccollnlious of his own old bannted Ootfaio Abbey. 
Tha skoU, too, pkced berido Lara's book woa part of the ehBrialBd fanitaiB d 
Nfwitead ; and, at one period of Lord Byron's history, the woman, dugaiaad likt a 
pag«, was alio there, to oomplete the picture, The nmclnDOD of tb* aMond caoh^ 
eommeaiuDg from tha uxleenth acetion, is full of apifit and pathoa, and many of tha 
de^wt and alalioTate deacriptiona otily disappoint t^om the ineritabU niotraat with 
the mora brilliant "Gomir." Lord Byron fanded he bad varied the oooptrt it 
" Lan " from that of ita predeeeasor, but, except that the latter is mor* antHbetkal. 
*e hare not been able to delect tha dIBerenoe. Seven hundnd pound* waa t^ prict 
of the oofjrigbt. 



LARA. 



CANTO THE FIRST. 



Thb Serfs' are glad through Lara's wide domain. 

And Slavery half forgets iier feudal chain; 

He, their unhojied, but unfargolten lord. 

The long self-exiled cliieftain, is restored : 

Tliere be bright faces in the busy hali. 

Bowls on the board, and banners on the wall; 

Far checkering o'er the pictured window, playa 

The unwonted fnggot's hospitable blaze; 

And gay retainers gather round the hearth. 

With tongues all loudness, and with eyes all mirth. 



The chief of Lara is retum'd again : 
And why had Lara cross'd the bounding main P 
Left by his sire, too young such loss to know. 
Lord of himself, — that heritage of woe. 
That fearful empire which the human breast 
But holds to rob the heart withiu of rest I — 



' Tbe radn u (pprued, that On osme of J«ni lidiig Spuiuli, sod m 
of loal and nfttonki dncriptioa filing the scene or hero of the poem to u; omnUy or 
•ge, tbe word "Serf," vhicli eentd not be coirectlj applied to the lowar dung ia 
Spain, vho were nCTer viosalB of the boII, bu nprerthdeia been employed ia dettgnspte 
tlM fdllowen of our fictjtiouit chieftain. — [LonI Bjim elievben iotimilei, tl»t ha 
iDCant Un for ■ cbkfoTthe Mnrea.] 



With none to check, and few to point iii lime 
The thousand paths tiiat slope the wav tu crime ; 
Then, when he most required command me lit, then 
Had Lara's daring boyhood goverri'd men- 
It skills not, boots not step by step tu (race 
His youth through all the mazes of its race; 
Short was the course liia restlessness had run. 
But long enough to leave him half undone. 



And Lara left in youth his father-land ; 
But from the hour he waved his parting hand 
Each trace wax'd fainter of his course, till :il] 
Had nearly ceased his memory to recall. 
His sire was dust, hi.s vassals could declare, 
'Twas all they knew, that Lara was not there; 
Nor sent, nor came he, till conjecture grew 
Cold ill the many, anxious in the few. 
His hall scarce echoes with his wonted name, 
His portrait darkens in its fading frame, 
Another chief consoled his destined bride. 
The young forgot him, and the old had died ; 
" Yet doth be live I " exclaims the impatieiit heir, 
And sighs for sables which he must not wear. 
A hundred scatcheons deck with gloomy grace 
The Laraa* last and longest dwelling-place ; 
But one is absent from the mouldering file. 
That now were welcome in that Gothic pile. 



He comes at last in sudden loneliness, ^^ 

And wlience they know not, why they need not giic^ j 

They more might marvel, when the greeting's o'tr 

Not that he came, but came not long before : 

No train is his beyond a single page. 

Of foreign aspect, and of tender age. 

Years had roll'd on, and fast they speed away 

To those that wander as to those that stay ; 

But lack of tidings ham another clime 

IJad lent a flagging wing to we*ry Timt. 



Tliey see, they recognise, yet almost deem 
The present dubious, or the past a dream. 

He lives, nor yet is past his manhood's prime. 
Though sear'd by toil, and something touch'd by time; 
His faults, whate'er they were, if scarce forgot. 
Might be untaught him by bis varied lot ; 
Nor good nor ill of late were known, his name 
Might yet uphold his pntrimoninl fame : 
His soul in youth was haughty, hut liis sins 
No more than pleasure from the stripling wins ; 
And such, if not yet harden'd in their course. 
Might be redeem'd, nor ask a long remorse. 



And they indeed were changed — 'tis quickly Been, 

Whate'er he be, 'twas not what he had been : 

That brow iu furrow'd lines had fix'd at last. 

And spake of passions, but of passion past : 

The pride, but not the fire, of early days. 

Coldness of mien, and carelessness of praise ; 

A high demeanour, and a glance that took 

Their thoughts from others by a single look ; 

And that sarcastic levily of tongue. 

The stinging of a heart the world hath stung, 

That darts in seeming playfulness around. 

And makes those feel that will not own the wound ; 

All these secm'd his, and something more beiieatii 

Than glance could well reveal, or accent breathe. 

Ambition, glory, love, the common aim. 

That some can conquer, and lliat all would claim, 

Witliin his breast appear'd no more to strive. 

Yet seem'd as lately they had been alive; 

And some deep feeling it were vain to trace 

At moments lighteu'd o'er his livid face, 



Not much he loved long question of the past. 
Nor told of wondrous wilds, and deserts vn^l. 



In those fnr lands where he had wander'd lone, 
And — as liiinfelf would have it seem — unknown : 
Yet the^ in vain his eye could scarcely scan, 
Nor glean experience from his fellow man ; 
But wliaC he had beiield lie sliunn'd lo show. 
As hardly worlli a stranger's care to know; 
If still more prying sucli enquiry grew. 
His bruw fell darker, and his words more few. 



Not unrejoiced to see him once again, 
"Warm was his welcome to the haunts of men; 
Bom of high hneage, liuk'd in high command. 
He mingled with the magnates of his land ; 
Join'd the carousals of the great and gay. 
And saw them smile or sigh their hours away ; 
But still he only saw, and did not share, 
Tbe common pleasure or the general care ; 
He did not follow what they all pursued 
With hope still baffled still to be renew'd; 
Nor shadowy honour, nor subi^tantial gain. 
Nor beauty's preference, and the rival's pain ; 
Around him some mysterious circle thrown 
Repell'd approach, and show'd liim still alone; 
Upon liis eye sat sometliing of reproof. 
That kept at least frivolity aloof; 
And things more timid that beheld him near 
In silence gazed, or nbisiicr'd mutual fear; 
And they the wiser, friendlier few confess'd 
They deem'd him better tliau his air express'd. 



'Twas alrange — in youth all action and all life. 
Burning for pleasure, not averse from strife; 
Woman, the field, the ocean, all that gave 
Promise of gladness, peril of a grave, 
In turn he tried — he ransack'd all below. 
And found his recompense in joy or woe, 
No tame, trite medium ; for his feelings mught 
In that iiitensenrss an escape from thought: 



t.J LAKA. 

Tlie tempest of his iieart in scorn liad gazed 
On that the feebler elements hath raised ; 
The rapture of bis heart had look'd on high. 
And ask'd if greater dwelt beyond the sky : 
Chain'd to excess, the slave of each extreme. 
How woke he from the wildness of that dream ! 
Alas I he toid not^but he did awake 
To curse the wither'd heart that would not break. 



Books, for his volume heretofore was Man, 

With eye more curious he appear'd to scan, 

And oft in sudden mood, for many a day. 

From all communion he woiild start away : 

And tlien, his rarely call'd attendants said. 

Through night's long hours would sound his hurried tread 

O'er the dark gallery, wJiere his fatliers frown'd 

III rude but antique portraiture around : 

They heard, but wliisper'd — "thai must not be known — 

The sound of words less earthly than his own. 

Yes, they who chose miglit smile, but some had seen 

They scarce knew what, but more than should have been. 

Why gazed he so upon the ghastly head 

Which hands profane had gatber'd from the dead. 

That still beside his open'd volume lay. 

As if to startle all save \\na away ? 

Why slept he not when others were at rest ? 

Why heard no music, and received no guest ? 

All was not well, they deem'd — but where the wrong ? 

Some knew perchance — but 'twere a tale too longj 

And such besides were too discreetly wise, 

To more than hint their knowledge in surmise ; 

But if they would — they conld" — around the board 

Thus Lara's vassals prattled of their lord. 



It was the night — and Lara's glassy stream 
The stars are studding, each with imaged beam ; 
So calm, the waters scarcely seem to stray. 
And yet they ghde like happiness away ; 



LAXl. [U 

Reflecting far and fair^v-like from high 

The immortal lights that live along the skv ; 

Its banka are friuged with many a goodly tree, 

And flowers the fairest that may feast the bee ; 

Such in her chaplet infant Dian wovcj 

And Innocence would offer to her love. 

These deck the shore; the waves their channel make 

III windings bright and mazy like the aaake. 

All was so still, so soft in earth and air, 

You scarce would start to meet a spirit there ; 

Hecure that noDght of evil could delight 

To walk in such a scene, on such a night ! 

It was a moment oDJy for the good : 

So Lara deem'd, nor longer there he stood. 

But turn'd in silence to his castle-gnte j 

Such scene his soul no more could contemplate: 

Such scene reminded him of other days. 

Of skies more cloudless, moons of purer bWe, 

Of nights more soft and frequent, hearts tliat now — 

No — no — the storm may bent upon his brow, 

Uufelt, unsparing — but a night like this, 

A night of beauty, mock'd such breast oa his. 



He turn'd within his solitary hall. 

And his liigh shadow shot along the wall : 

There were the painted forms of other times, 

Twas all they left of virtues or of crimes. 

Save vague tradition ; and the gloomy vaults 

That hid their dust, their foibles, and their fault* ; 

And half a column of the pompous page. 

That speeds the specious tale from age to age ; 

Wliere history's pen its praise or blame supplies. 

And lies like truth, and still most truly lies. 

He wandering mused, and as the inoonbeuiu shorn 

Tlirough the dim lattice, o'er the floor of stone. 

And the high fretted roof, and saints, that tliero 

Cer Gothic windows knelt in pictured prayer, 

Keflected in fantastic figures grew. 

Like life, but not like mortal life, to view ; 



lO URA. 

Hia bristling locks of salile, brow of gloom, 
And the wide waving of Iiis sliaken plumi^. 
Glanced like a H[>ectre's attributes, and gave 
His aspect all that terror gives the grave, 



Twas midnight — all was slumber; the lone light 
Dimm'd in the lamp, as loth to break the night. 
Hark t there be murmurs heard iu Lara's hall — 
A sound, a voice, a shriek, a fearful call ! 
A long, loud shriek — and silence— did thej hear 
That fraiitic echo burst the sleeping ear? 
Thej heard and rose, and, tremulouslj brave. 
Rush where the sound invoked their aid to save ; 
They come with half-lit tapers in their hands. 
And suatch'd in startled haste unbelted brands. 



Cold as the marble where his length was laid, 

Pale as the beam that o'er his features play'd. 

Was Lara stretth'd ; his half-drawn sabre near, 

Dropp'd it should seem in more than nature's fearj 

Yet he was lirrn, or had been firm till now. 

And still defiance knit ]m gather'd brow ; 

Though mix'd with terror, senseless as he laj. 

There lived upon Ids lip the wish to slaj; 

Some half form'd threat in utterance there had died. 

Some imprecation of despairing pride ; 

His eye was almost seal'd, but not forsook. 

Even in its trance, the gladiator's look. 

That oft awake his aspect conld disclose. 

And now was flx'd in horrible repose. 

They raise him — bear him ;— hush I he breathes, he speaks, 

The swarthy blush recolours in his cheeks. 

His lip resumes its red, his eye, though dim. 

Rolls wide and wild, each slowly quivering limb 

Recalls its function, but his words are strung 

In terms that seem not of his native tongue; 

Distinct but strange, enough they understand 

To deem them accents of another land ; 



And sach thej were, and meant to meet an ear 
That hears liim not — alas I that cannot hear I 



His page approach'd, and lie alone appear'd 
To know the import of the words they heard ; 
And, by the cliangea of his clieek and brow. 
They were not such as Lara should avow, 
Nor he interpret, — yet with less surprise 
Than those around their chieftain's etate he eyes. 
But Lara's prostrate form he bent beside. 
And in that tongue which seem'd his own replied. 
And Lara heeds those tones that gently seem 
To soothe away the horrors of liis dream — 
If dream it were, that thus could overthrow 
A breast that needed not ideal woe. 



Whate'er his frenzy dream'd or eye beheld, — 
If yet remember'd ne'er to be reveal'd, — 
Rests at bis heart : the custom'd morning came. 
And breathed new vigour in his shaken frame; 
And solace sought he none from priest nor leech. 
And soon the same in movement and in speech. 
As heretofore be fill'd the passing hours, 
Nor less he smiles, nor more his forebead lowers. 
Than lliese were wont ; and if the coming night 
Appear'd less welcome now to Lara's aiglit. 
He to his marvelling vassals sbow'd it not, 
Wliose shuddering proved t&tir fear was less forgot. 
In trembling pairs (alone thry dared not) cntwl 
The ftstonish'd staves, and shun the fated hall; 
The waving banner, and the elajiping door, 
The rustling tapestry, and the eclioing floor ; 
The long dim shadows of surrounding trees, 
The flapping bat, the night song of the breeze ; 
Aught they behold or hear their thought appals. 
As evening saddens o'er the dark grey wails. 



Vain thought I that hour of ne'er unravcll'd gloom 

Came not again, or Lara could assume 

A seeming of forgetfulness, that made 

His vassals more amazed nor less afraid. 

Had memory vanish'd then with sense restored ? 

Since word, nor look, nor gesture of their lord 

Betraj-'d a feeling that recall'd to these 

That fever'd moment of his mind's disease. 

Was it a dream ? was his the voice that spoke 

Those strange wild accents; his the cry that broke 

Their slumber ? liis the oppreas'd, o'erlabour'd heart 

That ceased to beat, the look that made them start P 

Could lie who thus had suffer'd so forget. 

When such as saw that suffering shudder yetP 

Or did that silence prove his memory fiit'd 

Too deep for words, indeUble, unmix'd 

In that corroding secrecy which gnaws 

The heart to show the effect, but not the cause P 

Not MO in him ; his breast had buried both, 

Nor common gazers could discern the growth 

Of thoughts that mortal lijis must leave half told; 

ITjey choke the feeble words tliat would unfold. 



In him ineiplicably mix'd appear'd 

Much to be loved and Imted, sought and fear'd; 

Opinion varying o'er his hidden lot. 

In praise or railing ne'er liia name forgot : 

His silence form'd a theme for others' prate — 

They guess'd, they gazed, they fain would kiiow his d 

What had he been? what was he, thus unknown. 

Who walk'd their world, his lineage only known? 

A hater of hia kind ? yet some would say. 

With them he could seem gay amidst the gay; 

But own'd that smile, If oft observed and near. 

Waned in its mirth, and wither'd to a sneer; 

That smile might reach his lip, but pass'd not by. 

Nor e'er could trace its laughter to his eye : 



Yet tliere aras softness too in liis regard, 

At time.-, a lieart as not bj iiatnre hard. 

But once perceived, his spirit seem'd to chide 

Such weikness, as unworthy of its pride, 

And stecl'd itself, as scorning to redeem 

One doubt from otliera' half withheld esteem ; 

In srif-infiicted penance of a breast 

Which tenderness might once have wrung from rest; 

In vigilance of grief that would compel 

The soul to hate for liaving loved too well. 



There was in him a vital scorn of all : 
As if the worst had fall'n which could befall, 
He stood a stranger in this breathing world. 
Ah erring spirit from another hurl'd ; 
A tiling of dark imaginings, that shaped 
By choice the perils he by chance escaped ; 
But 'scaped in vain, for in their memory yet 
His mind would half exult and half regret; 
With more capacity for love tlian earth 
Bestows on most of mortal mould and birth. 
His early dreams of good outstripp'd the truth. 
And troubled manhood fotlon'd baffled youth ; 
Willi thought of years in phantom chase mispcnt. 
And wasted powers for better purpose lent; 
And fiery passions that had pour'd their wrath 
In hurried desolation o'er his path. 
And left the better feelings all at strife 
In wild reSection o'er his stormy life ; 
But haughty still, and loth himself to blame. 
He call'd on Nature's self to share the shame. 
And charged nil fnulls upon the flcslily form 
She gave to clog the soul, and feast the worm ; 
Till he at Inst confounded good and iU, 
And half mistook for fate the acts of will : 
Too high for common selfishness, he could 
At times resign his own for others' good, 
But not in pity, not becimse he ought. 
But in some strange perversity of thought, 



That away'd liim onward with a secret pride 
To do what few or Done would do beside; 
And tliis same impulse would, in tempting time. 
Mislead his spirit eijually to crime ; 
So much he soar'd beyond, or sunk heneath, 
The men with whom he felt condemii'd to breathe, 
And loDg'd by good or ill to separute 
Himself from all who shared his mortal state; 
His mind abliorting this had fii'd her throne 
Far from llie world, in regions of her own : 
Thus coldly passing all that poss'd beiow. 
His blood in temperate seeming now would flow : 
Ahl happier if it ne'er with guilt had {.'iow'tl. 
Bat ever in that icy smoothness flow'd ! 
Tia true, with other men their path he walked, 
And iike the rest in seeming did and tulk'd, 
Kor outraged Ik-ason's rules by flaw nor start. 
His madness was not of llie head, but heart; 
And rarely wauder'd in his speecli, or drew 
His thoughts ao forth as to oifend the view. 



With all that chilling mystery of mien. 
And seeming gladness to remain unseen. 
He had {if 'twere not nature's boon) an art 
Of fixing memory on anolher'a lieart ; 
It was not love perchance, nor hate, nor aught 
That wurds can image to express the tliought; 
But they who saw him did not see in vain. 
And once beheld, would ask of him again : 
And those to whom lie spake remember'd well. 
And on the words, however light, would dwell c 
None knew, nor how, nor why, but he entwined 
Himself perforce around the hearer's mind ; 
There he was stitmp'd, in liking, or in hate. 
If greeted once ; however brief the date 
That friendship, pity, or aversion knew. 
Still there within the inmost thougiit he grew. 
Tou could not penetrate his soul, but found. 
Despite your wonder, to your own he wound ; 



LABJL 

His presence haunted still ; and from the breast 
He forced an all unwilling interest : 
Vain was the struggle in that mental net, 
His spirit seem'd to dare you to forget I 



There is a festival, where knights and dames, 
And aught that wealtii or lofty lineage claims. 
Appear — a high-boru and a welcome guest 
To Otho"s hail came Lara with the rest. 
Tlie long carousal shakes the illumined hall, 
Well spL'eda ahke the banquet and the ball i 
And the gay dance of bounding Beauty's train 
Links grace and harmony in happiest chain i 
Blest are the early hearts and gentle hands 
That mingle llierc in well according bands; 
It is a sight tlie careful brow might smooth. 
And make Age smile, and dream it^f to youth. 
And Youth forget such hour was past oa eartii. 
So springs the exulting bosom to that mirth I 



And Lara gazed on these, sedately glad. 

His brow belied him if his soul was sad; 

And his glance follow'd fast each fluttering fair. 

Whose steps of ligiitness woke no echo there : 

He lean'd against the lofty pillar nigli. 

With folded arms and long attentive eye, 

Nor mark'd a glance so sternly fix'd on his — 

111 brook'd high Lara scrutiny like this : 

At lengtli he caught it, 'tis a face unknown. 

But seems as searching his, end his alone ; 

Prying and dark, a stranger's by his mien. 

Who still till now had gazed on him unseen : 

At length encountering meets the mutual gaze 

Of keen enquiry, and of mute amaze ; 

On Lara's glance emotion gathering grew. 

As if distrusting that the stranger threw ; 

Along the stranger's aspect, Gx'd and stem, 

Mish'd more than thence the vulgar eye could leun. 



"Tis lie I " tlie stranger cried, aiiU lliose that heud 

Be-echoed fast and far the whispeKd word. 

*"Tis he !" — "'Tis who?" tiiey question far and near. 

Till loader accents rung on Lara's ear ; 

So widely spread, few bosoms well could brook 

The general marvel, or that single look : 

But Lara stirr'd not, changed not, the surprise 

That sprung at first to his arrested eyes 

Seem'd now subsided, neither sunk nor raised 

Glanced his eye round, thongh still the stranger gazed ; 

And drawing nigh, esclaim'd, with hnughtj sneer, 

" Tis he ! — how came lie thence ? — what doth he here ? " 



It were too much for Lara to pass by 

Such questions, so repeated fierce and high ; 

With look collected, but with accent cold. 

More mildly firm than petulantly bold. 

He turn'd, and met tlie inquisitorial tone — 

" My name is Lara — when thine own is known. 

Doubt not my fitting answer to requite 

The uiJook'd for courtesiy of such a knight. 

Tis Lara ! — further wouldst thou mark or ask ? 

I shun no question, and I wear no mask." 

" Thou shunn'at no question ! Ponder — is there none 

Thy heart must answer, tliough thine ear would shun? 

And deem'st thou me unknown too ? Gaze again 1 

At least thy memory was not given in vain. 

Oh ! never canst thou cancel half her debt. 

Eternity forbids thee to forget." 

With slow and searching glance upon his face 

Grew Lara's eyes, but notiiing there could trace 

Thej knew, or chose to know — with dubious look 

He deign' d no answer, but his head he shook. 

And half contemptuous tum'd to pass away ; 

But the stem stranger motion'd him to stay. 

" A word I — 1 charge thee stay, and answer here 

To one, who, wert thou noble, were tiiy peer. 

But as thou want and art — nay, frown not, lord. 



If false, 'tis easy to disprove tlie word — 
But as tliou wast and art, on thee looks down, 
Distrusts thy smiles, but shakes not at thy fiown. 

Art thou not he? whose deeds " 

" Wliate'er I be, 
Worda wild as these, accusers like to thee, 
I list no further; tliose witli whom thej weigh 
Way hear the rest, nor venture to gainsay 
The wondrous tale no doubt thy tongue can tell, 
"Which tlius begins ao courteously and well- 
Let Otho cherish here liis polish'd guest, 
To him my tlianks and thoughts shall be eipreas'd." 
And here their wondering host hath interposed — 
"Whate'er there be between you undisclosed, 
This is no time nor fitting place to mar 
The mirthful meeting with a wordy war, 
If thou. Sir Ezzelin, hast anght to show 
Which it befits Count Lara's ear to know, 
To-rnorrow, here, or elsewhere, as may best 
Beseem your mutual judgment, speak the rest; 
I pledge myself for thee, as not unknown, 
Tliougiij hke Count Lara, uow return'd alone 
I'rom other lands, almost a stranger grown ; 
And if from Lara's blood and gentle birth 
I augur right of courage and of worth. 
He will not that untainted line bebe. 
Nor anght that knighthood may accord, deny." 

"To-morrow be it," Ezzehn replied, 

" And here our several worth and truth be tried; 

I gage my life, my falchioti to attest 

My words, so may I mingle with the blest !'" 

What answers Lara? to its centre shrunk 

His soul, in deep abstmclion sudden sunk; 

The word's of many, and the eyes of all 

That there were gather'd, eeem'd on him to fall} 

But his were silent, his appear'd to stray 

In far forgi't fulness away — away — 

Aliu ! that heedlessness of all around 

Bespoke remembrance only too profound. 



"To-iDorroT ! — ay, to-morrow !" further word 
TliBQ those repeated none from Lara heard; 
Upon his brow no outward passion spoke; 
From his large eye no flasliiiig anger broke ; 
Yet there was something fix'd in that low tone, 
Which show'd resolve, determined, though unknoim. 
' He seized his cloak — his head he shghtly bow'd. 
And passing Ezzelin, he left the crowd; 
And as he paas'd him, smiling met the frown 
With which that chieftain's brow would bear him downt 
It was nor smile pi mirth, nor struggling pride 
That curbs to scorn the wrath it cannot hide; 
But that of one in his owa heart secure 
Of all that he would do, or coidd endure. 
Could this mean peace ? the calmness of the good ? 
Or guilt grown old in desperate liardihood ? 
Alasl too like in conlideuce are each. 
For tnwn to trust to mortal look or speech ; 
From deeds, and deeds alone, may he discern 
Truths which it wrings the unpractised heart to learn. 



And Lara call'd his page, and went his way — 
Well could that striplintj word or sign obey : 
His only follower from those climes afar. 
Where the soul glows beneath a brighter star; 
For Lara left the sliore from whence he sprung, 
In duty patient, and sedate though young ; 
SUent as him he served, his faith appears 
Above his station, and beyond his years. 
Though not unknown the tongue of Lara's land, 
In such from liim he rarely heard command ; 
Bat fleet his step, and clear his tones would come. 
When I>ara's lip breathed fortli the words of home ; 
Those accents, as his native mountains dear, 
Awake their absent echoes in his ear. 
Friends', kindred's, parents', wonted voice recall. 
Now lost, abjured, for one — liis friend, his all : 



For Um earth now disclosed no other guide; 
What marvel then he rarely left liis side? 



Light Wits his form, and darkly delicate 

That brow whereon his native snn had sate. 

But had not marr'd, though in his beams he grew. 

The cheek where oft the uiibidJen blush shone tlirough ; 

Yet not such blush as mounts n-hcn health would show 

Ail the heart's hue in that delighted glow ; 

But 'twas a hectic tint of secret care 

That for a burning moment fever'J there ; 

And the wild sparkle of his eye aeem'd caught 

From high, and lighten'd with electric thought. 

Though its black orb those long low lashes fringe 

Had temper'd with a melancholy tinge; 

Yet less of sorrow than of pride was there, 

Or, if 'twere grief, a grief that none should share: 

And pleased not him the sports that please his sg^ 

The tricks of youth, the frolics of the page; 

For hours on Lara lie would fix his glance. 

As aU-forgoKen in that watchful trance; 

And from his chief withdrawn, he wander'd lone. 

Brief were his answers, and his questions none; 

His walk the wood, his sport some foreign book ; 

His resting.jjlace the bank that curbs the brook : 

He seem'd, like him he served, U> live apart 

From all that lures the eye, and tills the heart; 

To know no brotherhood, and take from eartU 

No gift beyond that bitter boon — our birtb. 



If aught he loved, 'twas Lara ; but was shown 

His faith in reverence and in deeds alone; 

In mute attention; and his care, which guess'd 

Each wish, fulfill'd it ere the tongue eipress'd. 

Still there was haughtiness in all he did, 

A spirit deep tliat brook'd not to be chid ; 

His zeal, though more than that of servile hands, 

In act alone obeys, his air commands; 



As if 'twas Lara's less than 4i» desire 

Tlint thus lie served, but surely not for hire. 

Slight were the tasks enjoin'd him by Ida lord. 

To hold the stirrup, or to bear the sword; 

To tune his lule, or, if he will'd it. more. 

Oil tomes of other times and tongues to pore; 

But ne'er to mingle with tlie menial train, 

To whom he show'd nor deference nor dicdain, 

But that well-worn reserve which proved he knew 

No sympathy with that familiar crew : 

His soul, whate'er his station or his stem, 

Cuuld bow to Lara, not descend to them. 

Of higher birth he seem'd, and better days, 

Nor mark of vulgar toil that hand betrays. 

So femininely white it might bespeak 

Another sex, when match'd witii that smooth cheeK, 

IJut for his garb, and something in his gaze, 

More wild and high than woman's eye betrays; 

A latent fierceness that far more became 

His fiery climate than his tender frame : 

True, in his words it broke not from his breast, 

But from his aspect might be more than guess' d. 

Kaled his name, though rumour said he bore 

Another ere he left his mo untain- shore ; 

For sometimes he would hear, however nigh. 

That name repeated loud without reply, 

As unfamiliar, or, if roused again. 

Start to the sound, as but rememher'd tiien ; 

Unless 'twas Lara's wonted voice that sjiakc, 

I'or then, ear, eyes, and heart would ;dl uwuke. 



He had look'd down upon the festive hall. 
And mark'd that sudden strife so mark'd of .ill ; 
Aud when the crowd around and near him lold 
Their wonder at the calmness of the bold, 
'I'lieir marvel how tlie high-born Lara bore 
Such insult from a stranger, doubly son.'. 
The colour of young Kided went and came. 
The lip of ushes, and llie chei.'k of flame ; 



And o'er his brow tlie dampening heart-drops threw 

The sickeninj^ icineas of thnt cold dew. 

That rises as the busy bosom sinks 

With heavy thoughts from which reflection shrinks. 

Yes — there be things which we must dream and dure. 

And execute ere thought be half aware : 

Whate'er might Knled's be, it was enow 

To seal his lip, but agonise his brow. 

He gazed on Ezzelin till Lara cost 

That sidelong smile upon the knight be past; 

When Kaled saw that smile his visage fell, 

As if on something recognis^ed right will : 

His memory read in such a meaning more 

Than Lara's aspect unto others wore : 

Forward he sprung — a moment, both were gone. 

And all within that hail seem'd left alone ; 

Each had so fix'd his eye on Lara's mien. 

All had so niix'd their feehngs with tiiat scene, 

Th&t when his long dark shadow through the porch 

No more relieves the glare of yon high torch, 

Each pulse beats quicker, and all bosoms seem 

To bound as doubting from too black a dream. 

Such as we know is false, yet dread in scolli. 

Because the worst is ever nearest truth. 

And they are gone- — but Ezzelin is there. 

With thoughtful visage and imperious air; 

But long remain'd not; ere an hour e>;piri'd 

He waved his hand to Otho, and relireJ. 



The crowd are gone, the revellers at rest; 
The courteuuii host, and aU-approving guest. 
Again to that accustom'd cuucL must creep 
Where joy subsides, and sorrow sighs to a!ec|i. 
And man, o'erlabour'd with his being's strife, 
Shrinks to that sweet forgetfulness of life : 
There lie love's feverish hope, and cunning's guile, 
Hale's working brain, and lull'd ambition's inle; 
O'er each vain eye oblivion's pinions wave. 
And quench'd existence crouches in a grave. 
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What better name may slumber's bed become ? 

Nighf 8 sepulchre^ the universal home, 

Where weakness^ strength, vice, virtue, sunk supine. 

Alike in naked helplessness recline ; 

Glad for a while to heave unconscious breath. 

Yet wake to wrestle with the dread of death. 

And shun, though day but dawn on ills increased. 

That sleep, the loveli^, since it dreams the least. 
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CANTO THE SECOND. 



Night wanes — the vapours round the mountaina cuil'd 

Melt into morn, and Light awakes the world, 

Man haa another day to swell the past, 

And lead him near to little, but his last; 

But mighty Nature bounds as from het birth, 

The sun is in the heavens, and life on earth ; 

Flowers in the valley, splendour in the beam, 

Health on the gale, aud freshness in the stream. 

Immortal man 1 behold her glories shine, 

And cry, exulting inly, " Tiiey are thine I " 

Gaze on, while yet thy gladden'd eye may see : 

A morrow comes when tliey are not for thee : 

And grieve what may above thy senseless bier. 

Nor earth nor sky will yield a single tear ; 

Nor cloud eliall- gather more, nor leaf shall fall, 

Nor gale breathe forth one sigh for thee, for all i ' 

But ereepiug things shall revel in their spoil, 

And fit thy clay to fertilise the soil. 



'Tis morn — 'tis noon — assembled in the hall. 
The gather'd chieftains come to Otho's i^all ; 
'Tis now the promised hour, that roust proclaim 
1'hc life or death of Lara's future fame ; 
Wiien Kzzelin his cliarge may here unfold. 
And whatsoe'er tlie tule, it must lie told. 

I [Mr. AlcxaniltT Djrs poioU oat the rMcmbliHiM faelwsBii tb»cliiia ud > | i—ji 
in one «C FnpF'n Ivttcr* tn Stvotf : " The morning nftfr my nit the nn mill rim m 
bright U *nr, ths Bawwm mnll H eoeet, lh> pluu niuinc H graen.") 



His faith was pledged, and Lara's promise given, 
Ti) meet it iik tlie eye of man and heaven. 
"Why comes he not ? Such truths to be divulged, 
Methinka the accuser's rest is long indulged. 



The hour is past, and Lara too is there. 
With pelf-confiding, coldly patient air; 
Wiiy comes not Ezzeliii ? The hour is past. 
And murmurs rise, and Otho's brow's o'ercast. 
" I know my friend ! his faitli I cannot fear. 
If yet lie be on earth, expect him here ; 
The roof that held him in the valley stands 
Between my own and noble Lara's lands ; 
My balls from such a guest had honour gain'd, 
Nor had Sir Ezzeliu his host disdain'd. 
But that some previous proof forbade his stay. 
And urged hira to prepare against to-day ; 
The word I pledged for his I pledge again. 
Or will myself redeem his knighthood's stain," 

He ceased^and Lara answer* d, " I am here 
To lend at thy demand a listening ear 

To tales of evil from a stranger's tongue, 
Whose words already might my heart have wrung. 
But that I deem'd liim scarcely less than mad. 
Or, at the worst, a foe ignobly bad. 
I know him not — but me it seems he kntw 
In lands wher& — but I must not trifle too : 
Produce this babbler — or redeem the pledge; 
Here in thy hold, and with thy falchion's edge," 

Proud Otho on the instant, reddening, threw 
His glove on earth, and forth his sabre flew. 
"The last alternative betils me beat, 
And thus I answer for mine absent guest." 

With cheek unchanging from its t^illow gloom, 
However near his own or other's tomb; 



"Witli haiiJ, ulioae almost careless coolness apoke 
Its grasp well-used to deal the sabre-strolce ; 
With eye, though calm, determineJ not to spare. 
Did Lara too his willing weapon bare. 
In vain tile circling chieftains rouud tliem closed, 
For Otho's frenzy would not be opposed ; 
And from his lip those words of insult fell — 
Hia sword is good who can maintain tbem well. 



Short was the conflict ; furioos, blindly rash. 

Vain Otho gave his bosom to the gash : 

He bled, and fell ; but Dot with deadly wound, 

Stretch'd by a dextrous sleight along the ground. 

" Demand thy life 1 " He aiiswer'd not : and then 

From that red floor be ne'er had risen again. 

For Lara's brow upon the moment grew 

Almost to blackness in its demon hue;' 

And fiercer shook his angry falchion now 

Than when his foe's was levell'd at his brow; 

Then all was stem collectedness and art, 

Now rose the uuleaven'd hatred of his heart ; 

So little sparing to the foe he ft-ll'd. 

That when the approaching crowd his arm withheld. 

He almost tum'd the tliirsty point on those 

Will) thus for mercy dared to interpose ; 

But U) a moment's thought that purpose bent; 

Yet look'd he on him still with eye intent. 

As if he loathed the ineffectual strife 

Thiit left a foe, howe'er o'erthrown, with life; 

As if to search how far the wound he gave 

Had sent its victim onward to his grave. 



They raised the bleeding Otho, and the Leech 
Forbade all present question, sign, and speech ; 



* (Tbii iseidpiit, uji Mr. AVmndrr Pttv. » nniJi 
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Tlie others met within ^ neighbouring hal], 
A nd he, incensed, and heedless of them all. 
The cause and conqueror in this auddeo fray. 
In haiigiitj silence elowly strode away ; 
He bock'd hia 9t«ed, his homeward path he tunk, 
Nor cut oti Otho's towers a single look. 



But where was he? that utetwr of a night. 
Who menaced but to disappear with light. 
Where was this Ezzelin? who came and went. 
To leave no other trace of hia intent. 
He left the dome of Otho long ere morn, 
111 darkness, jet ho well the path was worn 
He could not mias it : near his dwelling lay ; 
But there he was not, and with coming day 
Came fast inquiry, which unfolded nought, 
Except the absence of the chief it sought. 
A chamber tenantless, a steed at rest, 
Hia host alarm'd, his murmuring squires distress'd : 
Their search extends along, around the path, 
In dread to meet the marks of prowlers' wrath : 
But none are there, and not a brake hatli borne 
Nor gout of blood, nor shred of mantle torn ; 
Nor fall nor struggle hath defaced the grass. 
Which still retains a mark where murder was; 
Nor dabbling fingers left to tell the tale. 
The bitter print of each convulsive nail. 
When agonised hands that cease to guard, 
Wound in that pang the smoothness of the sward. 
Some such had been, if here a life was reft. 
But these were not; and doubting hope is left ; 
And strange suspicion, whispering Lara's name, 
Now diiily mutters o'er his blacken'd fame; 
Then sudden silent when his fonn appear'd. 
Awaits ihe absence of the thing il fcar'd 
Again its wonted wondering to renew. 
And dye conjecture with a darker liue. 



Says roll along, and Otho's wounds are heal'd. 
But not his pride ; and hate do more conceal'd ; 
He was a man of power, and Lara's foe. 
The friend of all who sought to work liim woe, 
Ajid from his country^s justice now demands 
Account of Ezzelin at Lara's hands. 
Who else than Lara could have cause to fear 
His presence P who had made him disappear. 
If not the man on whom his menaced charge 
Had sate too deeply were he left at large? 
The general rumour igiiorantly loud. 
The mystery dearest to the curious crowd; 
The seemiug friendlessness of him nho strove 
To win no coufidence, and wake no love ; 
The sweeping fierceness which his soul betray "d, 
The skill witli which he wielded his keen blade ; 
Where had his arm uuwarlike caught Ihat arlp 
Wliere had that fierceness grown upon liis heartP 
For it was not the blind capricious rage 
A word can kindle and a word assuage ; 
But the deep working of a soul unmix'd 
With aught of pity where its wrath had fix'd ; 
Such as long power and overgorged success 
Concentrates into all that's merciless : 
These, link'd with that desire which ever swnys 
Mankind, the rather to condemn than praise, 
'Gainst Lara gathering raised at length a slorm. 
Such as himself might fear, and foes would fono. 
And he must answer fur the absent head 
Of one that haunts him still, alive or dead. 



Within that land was many a malcontent, 
WIio cursed the tyranny to which he bent; 
That soil full many a wringing despot saw. 
Who wotk'd his wantonness in form of law ; 
Long war without and fri^f|uent broil uithin 
Had made a path for blood and ginrit sin. 
That waited but a signal lo begin 
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New havoc, such as civil discord blends. 

Which knows no neuter, owns but foes or friends; 

Fix'd in his feudal fortress each was lord. 

In word and deed obey'd, in soul abhorr'd. 

TJius Lara bad inherited his lands. 

And with them pining heart.s and sluggish hands; 

But that long absence from his native clime 

Had left him stainless of oppression's crime. 

And now, diverted by his milder sway, 

All dread by slow degrees Iiad worn away, 

Tlie menials felt their usual awe alone. 

But more for liim than them that fear was grown ; 

Tliey deera'd him now nnhappy, though at 6rst 

Tiieir evil judgment augur'd of the worst. 

And each long restless night, and silent mood. 

Was traced to sickness, fed by solilude ; 

And though his lonely habits threw of late 

Gloom o'er his chamber, cheerful was his gate; 

For thence the wretched ne'er unsoothed withdrew. 

For them, at least, his soul compassion knew. 

Cold to the great, contemptuous to the high, 

The humble pass'd not his unheeding eye; 

Much he would speak not, hut beneath his roof 

They found asylum oft, and ne'er reproof. 

And they who watch'd might mark that, day by day. 

Some new retainers gather'd to his sway , 

But most of late, since Ezzelin was lost. 

He play'd the courteous lord and bounteous host : 

Perchance his strife with Otho made him dread 

Some snare prepared for his obnoxious head : 

Whate'er his view, his favour more obtaijis 

With these, the people, than hia fellow tiiaues. 

If this were policy, so far 'twas sound. 

The million judged but of him as th^y found ; 

From him by sterner chiefs to exile driven 

They but required a shelter, and 'twas given. 

By him no peasant mourn'd his rifled cot. 

And scarce the Serf could murmur o'er his lot ; 

With him old avarice found its hoard secure. 

With him comcmpi forbore to mock the poor; 



Youth present cheer aiuf promised recompense 

Detain'd, till all too late to part from thence : 

To hate he olfer'd, with the coming changCj 

The deep reversion of deky'd revenge ; 

To love, long baffled by the unequal matirli, 

The well-won charms success was sure to snatcli. 

All now was ripe, he waits but to proclaim 

That slavery nothiug which was still a name. 

The moment came, tlie hour when Otho thought 

Secure at last the vengeance which he souglit : 

His summons found the destined criminal 

Begirt by thousands in his swarming hall. 

Fresh from their feudal fetters newly riven, 

Defying earth, and confident of heaven. 

That morning he had freed the soil-bound ilaves. 

Who dig no land for tyrants but their graves I 

Such is their cry — some watchword for the fight 

Must vindicate the wrong, and warp the right; 

Eeligion — freedom — vengeance — what you will, 

A word's enough to raise manlcinil to kill ; 

Some factious phrase by cunning caught and spread. 

That guilt may reign, and wolves and worms be fed! 



Throughout that clime the feudal chiefs had gaiu'd 
Such sway, their infant monarch hardly reign'd ; 
Now was the hour for faction's rebel growth. 
The Serfs conteinn'd the one, and hated both : 
They watted but a leader, and they found 
One to their cause iuseparably bound ; 
By circumstance compell'd to plunge again. 
In self-defence, amidst the strife of men. 
Cut off by some mysterious fate from those 
Whom birth and nature meant not for his foe». 
Had Lara from that night, to him accurst, 
Prepared to meet, but not alone, the worst ; 
Some reason urged, whate'er it was, to shun 
Enquiry into deeds at distance done; 
By mingling with his own the cause of all, 
D'en if he fail'd, he still delay'd his fall. 
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The sullen calm tliat long his bosom kept, 
The storm that OEce had spent itself and slept. 
Boused by events that seem'd foredoom'd to urge 
His gloomy fortunes to their utmost verge, 
Burst forth, and made him all he once had been. 
And is again ; he only changed the scene. 
Liglit care had he for life, and less for fame, 
But not less fitted for the desperate game : 
He deem'd himself mark'd out for others' hate, 
And mock'd at ruin so they shared his fate. 
What cared he for tiie freedom of the crowd ? 
He raised the humble but to bend the proud. 
He had hoped quiet in his sullen lair. 
But man and destiny beset him there ; 
Inured to hunters, he was found at bay ; 
And they must kill, they cannot snare the prey. 
Stem, unambitious, silent, he imd been 
Henceforth n calm spectator of life's scene ; 
But dragg'd again upon the arena, stood 
A leader not unequal to the feud ; 
In voice, mien, gesture, savage nature spoke. 
And from his eye the gladiator broke. 



What boots the oft-repeated tale of strife. 

The feast of vultures, and the waste of life ? 

The varying fortune of each separate field. 

The fierce that vanquish, and the faint that yield F 

llie smoking ruin, and tlie crumbled wall ? 

In this the struggle was the same with all ; 

Save that distemper'd passions lent their force 

In bitterness that baiiisli'd all remorse. 

None sued, for Mercy knew her cry was vain. 

The captive died upon the batlle-plain : 

In either cause, one rage alone possess'd 

The empire of the alternate victor's breast ; 

And they that smote for freedom or for sway, 

Deem'd few were slain, while more remain'd to slay. 

It was too hite to check the wasting brand. 

And Desolation reap'd the famish'd land ; 



The torch was lighted, and the flame was spread. 
And Camap:e smiled upon her daily dead. 



Fresh with the nerve the iiew-bom impulse strung. 

The first success to Lara's numbers clung : 

But that vain victory hath ruin'd all; 

They form no longer to their leader's call : 

In blind confusion on the foe they press. 

And tliink to snatch is to secure success. 

The lust of booty, and the thirst of hat^ 

Lure on the broken brigands to their fate : 

In vain he doth wliate'er a chief may do, 

To check the headlong fury of that crew ; 

In vain their stubborn ardour he would lame. 

The hand that kindles cannot (juench the flame ; 

ITie wary foe alone hath turu'd their mood. 

And shown their rashness to that erring brood : 

The feign'd retreat, the nightly ambuscade. 

The daily harass, and the fight delay'd. 

The loug privation of the hoped supply, 

The tfnlless rest beneath the humid sky, 

The stubhoru wall that mocks the leaguer's art. 

And palls the patience of his baffled art. 

Of these they had not decni'd : the battte-d&j 

They could encounter as a veteran may ; 

But more preferr'd the fury of tlie strife. 

And present death, to hourly suffering life : 

And famine wriuga, and fever sweeps away 

His numbers melting fast from their array ; 

Intemperate triumph fades to discontent. 

And Lara's soul alone seems still unberjt : 

But few remain to aid his voice and hand. 

And thousands dwindled to a scanty band : 

Desperate, though few, tlie last and best Tt^mniii'd 

To mourn the discipline they late diadain'd. 

(Jne hope survives, the frontier is not far, 

And tiience they may escape from native war ; 

And bear within them to the neighbouring ^titte 

An exile's sorrows, or an outlaw's hate : 



Hard is tlie task their fatlier-Iand to quit, 
But harder still to perish or submiL 



It is resolved — they march — consenting Night 
Guides with her star their dim and turcliiess flight; 
Already they perceive its tranquil beam 
Sleep on the surface of the barrier stream ; 
Already they descry — Is yon the bank ? 
Away I 'tis lined \»*ith many a hostile rank. 
Return or fly !— What glitters in the rear P 
"Tis Otho's banner — the pursuer's spear ! 
Are those the shepherds' fires upon the height ? 
Alas I they blaze too widely for t!ie flight ; 
Cut off from hope, and compass'd in the toil. 
Less blood perchance hath bought a richer spoil ! 



A momeuf s pause — ^"tia but to breathe their band, 

Or shall they onward press, or here withstand ? 

It matters little — if they charge the foes 

"Who by their border-stream their march oppose. 

Some few, perchance, may break and pass the line. 

However liiik'd to baffle such design. 

" The charge be ours ! to wait for their assault 

Were fate well worthy of a coward's halt." 

Forth flies each sabre, rein'd is every steed. 

And the next word shall scarce outstrip the deed : 

In the next tone of Lara's gathering breath 

How many shall but hear the voice of d-^ath I 



His blade is bared, — in him there is an air 
As deep, but far too tranquil for despair ; 
A something of indifference more than then 
Becomes the bravest, if they feel for men. 
Ha tnrn'd his eye on Kaled, ever near, 
And still too faithfid to betray one fear ; 
Perchance 'twas but the moon'a dim twilight tlirew 
Along his aspect an unuuiitcil hue 



Of mournful paleness, whose deep tint express'd 
The truth, and not the terror of his breast. 
This Lara mark'd, and laid his hand on his : 
It trembled not in such an hour as this ; 
His lip was silent, scarcely beat his iieart. 
His eye aloue proclaim' d, " We will not part ! 
Thy band may perish, or thy friends may liee. 
Farewell to life, but not adieu to thee!" 

The word hath pass'd his lips, and onward driven. 
Pours the link'd band through ranks asunder riven : 
Well has each st«ed obe/d the anned heel. 
And Hash the scimitars, and rings the steel ; 
Oulnumber'd, not outbraved, they still oppose 
Despair to daring, and a frout to foes; 
And blood is minted with the dasiiing stream, 
Which runs all redly till the morning beam. 



Commanding, aiding, animating all. 

Where foe appear'd to press, or friend to 6dl, 

Cheers Lara's voice, and waves or strikes his sted. 

Inspiring hope himself had ceased to feeL 

None fled, for well they knew that flight were vain ; 

But those that waver turn to smile again. 

While yet they find the firmest of the foe 

Becoil before their leader's look and blow : 

Now girt with numbers, now almost alone. 

He foils their ranks, or re-unites his own; 

Himself he spared not — once they speni'd to fly — 

Now was the time, he waved his hand <m Ingli, 

And shook — Why sudden droops that plumed crettf 

The shaft is sped — the arrow's in hia breast 1 

That fatal gesture left the unguarded sidr. 

And Death has stricken down yon arm of pride. 

The word of triumph fainted from his tongue; 

That hand, so raised, how droopingly it liung I 

But yet the sword instinctively retains, 

lliougii from its fellow shrink the falling rein»; 
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These Kaled Biiatches : dizzy with Itie blon'. 
And senseless bending o'er liis saddle-bo Wj 
Perceives not Lara that his anxious page 
Seguiles his charger from the combat's rage : 
Meantime his followers charge, and charge a^ain ; 
Too mix'd the slayers now to heed thi; slain ! 



Day glimmers on the dying and the dead. 

The cloven cuirasa, and the helmless head ; 

The war-horse maaterleas is on the earth, 

And that last gasp hath burst his bloody girth ; 

And near, yet quivering with wliat life remain'd. 

The heel that urged iiim and the hand that rein'd ; 

And some too near that rolling torrent lie. 

Whose waters mock the hp of those that die ; 

That panting thirst which scorches in the bresth 

Of those that die the soldier's fiery death, 

In vain impels the burning mouth to crave 

One drop — the last — to cool it for the grave ; 

^Vith feeble and convulsive effort swept. 

Their limbs along the crimson'd turf have crept j 

Tiie faint remains of life such struggles wast^. 

But yet they reach the stream, and bend to taste : 

They feel its freshness, and almost partake — 

Why pause? No further thirst liave tliey to slake— 

It is unquench'd, and yet they feel it not; 

It was an agony — but now forgof ! 



Beneath a hme, remoter from the scene. 
Where but for him that strife had never been, 
A breathing but devoted warrior lay : 
Twaa I^ara bleeding fast from life away. 
His follower onec, and now his only guidr. 
Kneels Kided watchful o'er his welhtig fiiii', 
And with his scarf would standi the tides Lli;il 
With each convulsion, in a blacker gush ; 
And then, as his faint breathing waxes low. 
In feebler, not less fatal triiklings flow : 
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lie scarce can speak, but motions him 'tis vniii, 
And merely adds another throb to piiin. 
He clasps the hand that pang whicli would aSfiUiige, 
And sadly smiles his thanks to that dark page, 
Wlio nothing fears, nor feels, nor heeds, nor sees, 
Save that damp brow vliicli rests upon hb knees ; 
Save that pale aspect, where the eye, though dim. 
Held all the light tliat shone on earth for tiiin. 



The foe arrives, who long had search'd the field. 
Their triumph nought till Lara too should yield : 
They would remove him, hut they see 'twere vain. 
And he regards them with a calm disdain, 
Tliat rose to reconcile him with bis fate. 
And that escape to deatli from living hate : 
And Otho comes, and leaping from his steed, 
Looks on the bleeding foe that made bim bleed. 
And questions of his state ; he answers not. 
Scarce glances on him as on one forgot, 
And turns to Kaled : — each remmning word 
Tliey understood not, if distinctly beard ; 
His dying tones are in that other tongue. 
To which some strange remembrance wildly clung. 
They spake of other scenes, but what — is known 
To Kaled, whom their meaning reach'd alone ; 
And he replied, though faintly, to their sound, 
Wliile gazed the rest in dumb amazement round : 
Tiicy seem'd even then — that twain— unto the last 
To lialf forget the present in the past ; 
To share between themselves some separate fate, 
"Whose darkness none beside should penetrate. 



Their words though faint were many — from the tone 

Tlieir import those who heard could judge nlone ; 

From Itiis, you might have deem'd young Knied's death 

Klore near than Lam's by his voice and breath, 

So sod, so deep, and hesitating broke 

The accents his scarce-moving pole lips spoke ; 



Hut Lara's voice, tliough tow, at first was clL'nr 

And calm, till inurniuring death gasp'd hoarsely neur 

But from liis visage little could we guess. 

So unrepeotaat, dark, aiid passionless. 

Save lliat when stniggliug nearer U> his last, 

Upon tliat page his eye waa kindly cast; 

And once, as Kaied's answeriug accents ceased, 

£□96 Lara's liand, and pointed to the East : 

Whether (as then the breaking sun from high 

RoU'd back the clouds) the morrow caught his eye, 

Or that 'twas chance, or some reraember'd scene. 

That raised his arm to point where such had been, 

Scarce Kaled seem'd to know, bnt tum'd away. 

As if his iK-art abborr'd that coming day. 

And shrunk his glance before that morning light, 

To look on Lara's brow— where all grew night. 

Yet sense seem'd left, though better were its loss; 

For when one near display'd the absolving cross. 

And prolfer'd to his touch the holy bead, 

Of which his parting soul might own the need, 

He look'd upon it with an eye profane. 

And smiled — Heaven pardon ! if 'Iwere with disdain ; 

And Kaled, though he spoke not, uor withdrew 

From Lara's face his fix'd despairing view, 

With brow repulsive, and with gesture awift. 

Flung back the hand which held the sacred gift. 

As if SQcli but disturb'd the expiring man. 

Nor seem'd to know his life but Ihen begau, 

That life of Immortality, secure 

To none, save them whose faith in Christ is sure. 



But gasping heaved the brcniii that Lara drew', 

And dull the film along his dim eye grew; 

His limbs stretch'd fluttering, and his head drnop'd o'rr 

The weak yet still untiring knee that bore ; 

He press'd the hand he held upon his heart — 

It beata no more, but Kaled will not part 

With the cold grasp, but feels, and feels in vain. 

For that faint throb which answers not again. 



" It beats ! " — Away, tliou dreamer ! he Ja gone — 
It once was Lara which thou look'st upon.* 



He gazed, as if not vet liad |)ass'd away 

'I1ie Itaughty spirit of that humbled clay ; 

And those around have roused him Irom his trance. 

But cannot l«nr from thence his fixed glance ; 

And when, in raising him from where he bore 

Within his arms the form that felt no more, 

He saw the head his breast would still sustain. 

Boll down like esrlh to earth upon tlie plain ; 

He did not dash himself thereby, nor tear 

The glossy tendrils of hia raven hair. 

But strove to stand and gaze, but reel'd and fell. 

Scarce breathing more than that he loved so weU. 

Than that he loved I Oik I never yet beneath 

Tlie breast of man such trusty love may breathe] 

That trying moment hath at once reveal'd 

The secret long and yet but half conceal'd ; 

In bsring to revive Ihat lifeless breast. 

Its grief seem'd ended, but the ses confess'd; 

And life return'd, and Kaled felt no sliam^— 

Wbat now to her was Womanhood or fame P 



And Lara sleeps not where hia fathers sleep, 

But where he died his grave was dug as deep ; 

Nor is bis mortal slumber less profound. 

Though priest nor bless'd nor marble deck'd the mound. 

And he was moum'd by one whose quiet grief. 

Less loud, outlasts a people's for their chief. 

Vain was all question ask'd her of tlie past. 

And vain e'en menace — silent to the last ; 

■ [Tbe doth of Lu*. u by Ikr the fineat r«MMe in tha pmm, uhI ■■ hllj cqnJ 
la tUT Ibinf elu vhioli Uic BUthoT vrvt vroM. Thi pbjnial bomr of tb* (Wk 
IhoDfi de*chbad vitli • larribla (ant ud fidcUt;, it boUi reUvrad and whiaril bf 
tha baMtihil ptctona of ueDUl saergr ud aAMioa with whish It b — wWtil — 




11.1 l--^^- 

Slie told nor whence, nor why she Icfl behind 
Her all for one who seeni'd but little kind. 
Why did siie lovu him ? Curious fool !— be still— 
Is liumaQ love the growth of human will ? 
To her be might be gentleness ; the stern 
Have deeper thoughts than your dull eyes discern. 
And when they love, your smilera guess not how 
Beats the strong heart, though less the lips avow. 
They were not common links, that forni'd the chain 
That bound to Lara Kaled's heart and brain ; 
But that wild tale she brook'd not to unfold, 
And Beal'd is now each lip that could have told. 



They laid him in the earth, and on his breast. 
Besides the wound that sent his soul to rest. 
They found the scatter'd dints of many a scar. 
Which «ere not planted there in recent war ; 
Where'er had pass'd his summer years of life. 
It seems they vanish'd in a land of strife ; 
But all unknown hia glory or his guilt, 
These only told that somewhere blood was spilt, 
And Ezzelin, who niight have spoke the past, 
Retum'd no more — that night appear'd his last. 



Upon that night (a peasant's is the tale) 
A Serf that cross'd the intervening vole,* 



* Tb« ntnt is thia Kction «u Buggestcd by the deHription of the d(*l]i M I^Ur 
tnuU of tlu Doke of Oandia. The moet interet-ting and puticalu- uoount of it ia 
giiresbT Bvichard, and ia la sahatiuus u roUows : — " On tlie eighth d&yof Jane, tfaa 
Ordiul of Vdmit and the Duke uf Qaudin, aoat of the Pope, mpped witb thrir 
mothar, Vwuxu, near the chnrcb of S, Pietro ad vineula : aereral other penoni 
bring preaoit at the entcrtaiumeiit. A Ut« hour approaehiug, uid the owdinal hanng 
n-muidid hii brother that it trs lime tu rMurn to the apoatolio palkoe, tliej mounted 
Ibdr bonei at mnlea, with oDly a few ntUuduila, and prooeeded tOKetherat bj ■• the 
[■Oaee of (^dinal AKaiiia liifuru, when the doke infonDed the cardinal that, bafore 
be nrtnmBd home, he bad to pajr a Tint of plonm. DinoiMing therefon all hii 
cepting hie j(ajf<f-a, or footnuui, and m pereon in a cnaek, who had paid 
lilit St anpper, and who. during the if ace of a month or thereabouu, 
prerioni tothii time, had called npon him almoet daily at the apnetolic palaea, he touk 
reet of the lew, when he 



this penoa behind him 

quitted bii eennnt, ilirL-ctiiif lilm U 






URK. [ui 

When Cyulliia'a light almost gave way In nioni. 

And nearly veil'd in miat her waning honi ; 

A Serf, that roae betimeft to thread the wood. 

And hew the bough that bought his childreu'a food, 

Pass'd by the river that divides the plain 

Of Otho's lands and Lara's broad domain : 



did not return, be mijht r«piur to ths palue. The duke Uien *e*t«d tbe peraon in 
the niuk behind him, uid rids I know uat whitbn- ; bnt in that night h« «m 
unninated, ud thrown into the rirer. The aerrsnt, after hanng b«en diinuned, 
WM tiao ananltfrd and mortally vonnded ; and altbengh he vaa attended irith great 
oare, jet aoch was his sitoaboii, that he eonld pie no intelligible accoont of what bad 
befallen hia master. In the morning, the duke not baring returned to tbf pabm, bii 
•emata bc^u to be alarmed ; and one of them inforrned the ponlifi' of the neninf 
eEOursion of hi* tont, and that the duke had not yet niade hia appeuanM. Thia gara 
the pope BO iiuall aniiety ; but he conjectured that the duke had been attncted by 
■ome ooartaan to pua the niglit with her, and, not ehooiing to quit the houee in open 
day, had vaiMd till tbs following crening to return home. Wheti, howvurr. the 
grening arriied, and be found himi°i'lf disappointed in bia expectMimu, he becania 
deeply afflicted, and beinu to make inquiries from diflerent penani, wboin he <rrdend 
to attend him for that purpose. Amongst thvse was n nuiD named Qioi^ Sebikroni. 
who, hariDg diacturged some timber frum a bark in tbe riter, had ranauiad on bmrd 
the tbhaI to watfb it ; and faring interrogitol wbetlier be bad wen aoy ooa Uirown 
into tbe liier on the night preceding, be replied, that he nw two men on foot, who 
same down the street, and looked diligently about to obaene whether any person was 
passing That seeing no one, tbey relurued, and ■ short time afterwmrda two cithen 
came, and lotikod around in the same mariner as the farmer ; nopemin still appearing, 
they gBTe a sign to their eompaniunn, when a man oune, mounted on a white hone, 
baring behind him a daad luxly, the head and arms of which bang on one side, and 
the feet on the oth^r aide of tbe horse ; the two perwni onftot rapporting the body, 
to prerent iti fallinfi. They ihoa prooe«ded towards that part wbi^ the filth of the 
city ii Qsoally diecharged into the river, and tiimiug the hone, with his tail towards 
the wat«r, the two peranns took ihn deail body by tbe arm* and feel, and with all their 
(trength flong it into the rirrr. Tbe perwn on harseback then asked if they had 
thrown it in ; to which they replied, Sj/bw, «' lyes, Sir). He then looked towanls 
tbe rirer, and seeing a mantle floating on tlie Mreani, he enqntred what it waa iliat 
appeared black, to which they answered, it waa a mantle ; and one of Ihem threw 
atones upon it, in consequence of which it auok. The attendants of the pontiff then 
enquired from Qiorgio, why he had not rtrealed this to the goremor of tbe city ; to 
V birb he replied, that he had seen in hia time a hundred d«id bodies thrown into the 

be bad not, thcntfore, nmsidered it as a matter of any importance. The fishermen 
Mid seamao were then nillected. and ordered to search the riier, where, on the 
following evening, they (bund the body of the duke, with bis habit entire, and thirty 
doeUs Ui hia puna. He w» piemed with nine wonnds, one of which was in hia 
throat, tba otfaen in hit head, hody, and limbs. No sooner was the pontiff' informed 
of the death of bis aou, and that he had been thmwu, like Gitb. into the liTer, than, 
giving way to bia grief, he shut himself np in a chamber, and wept bitterly. The 
Cardinal of Segovia, and other attendants on tbe jiopB, went to the door, and aAv 
many honra spent in penuMionn and eibortationa, prevniled upon him to admit them. 
Prom the evening of Wedncaday till the (allowing Satniday the pope look do food ; nor 
did he aleep troia Thnrsday mnming till the same hour nn (he ensuing day. At Ingtb. 
howerer, giring way to the entroatles of his alteoitanla. he hecan to iwati^n hia 
wirrow, and to consider the injury which hi* own health might snstain by the fnrlhar 
indul^nD* of hia grief."— Roaooi'ii lea Tmlli, vol, i. p, 2BS. 



'-■] 



197 



He heard a tramp— a horse niiil liorseman broke 

I'rora out tlie wood — before liim was a cloak 

Wrapt romiJ some burllieii at his saddlr-bow, 

Bent was his head, and bidden was his brow. 

Iktused by the sudden sight at such a time, 

Aud some foreboding that it might be triiue. 

Himself unheeded watcbM Hie slrauger'^ cuui'>e, 

ANTio reach'd the river, bounded from his liorse. 

And lifting thence the burtheu wbicii he bore. 

Heaved up the batik, and dusli'd it from the shore, 

I1ieu paused, and look'd, and turn'd, and seem'd to watch, 

And still another hurried ijlunce would snatcli. 

And follow with hi:^ step tiie stream that Huw'd, 

A» if even vet too inucli its surface show'd ; 

At once lie started, stoop'd, around him strown 

The winter floods had scattcr'd heaps of stone; 

(Jf these the heaviest tlieiice he gatlier'd there. 

And slung thi:m with a more than common care. 

Meantime the Serf had crept to where unseen 

Himself might safely mark what this might mean ; 

He caught a glimpse, as of a floating breast, 

And sotuetliing glitter'd starlike on the vi'sL ; 

But ere he well could mark the buoyant trunk, 

A massy fragment smote it, and it sunk ; 

It rose again, but indistinct to view, 

And left tlie waters of a puqile hue. 

Then deeply disappear'd : the lioraeman gazed 

Till ebb'd the latent eddy it had raised ; 

Then turning, vaulted on his pawing steed, 

And instant spurr'd him int.u panting speed. 

His face was niask'd — the features of the dead. 

If dead it. were, escaped tiie observer's dn'ad ; 

But if in south a star its bosom bore. 

Such is tlie badge that knighthood ever uore. 

And such 'tis known Sir Ezzehu had worn 

Upon the niglit that led to such a morn. 

If thus he perisli'ii, Heaven receive hi* soul ! 

ilis undiscover'd hmbs tu ocean roll; 

And charity upon the hope would dwell 

It wus nut Lara's hand bv which he feU. 



And Knled — Lara— Ezzeliii, are gone. 
Alike without their monumental stone I 
The first, all ert'orts vainly strove to wean 
Prom lingering where her chieftain's blood hud Ihtj 
Grief had ao tamed a spirit once too prond, 
Her tears were few, her wailing never loud ; 
But furious would you tear lier irora (lie S)>ijt 
Where yet she scarce believed that he was not, 
Her eye shot forth with all the living fire 
That haunts the tifiress in lier whelpless ire; 
Bat left to waste her weary moments there, 
She talk'd all idly unto shapes of air. 
Such as the busy bniin of Sorrow paints. 
And woos to listen to her fond complaints : 
And she would sit beneath the very tree 
Where lay his drooping head upon her knee; 
And in that posture where she saw him fall. 
His words, his looks, his dying grasp recall ; 
And she liad shorn, but saved her raven hair. 
And oft would snatch it from her bosom there. 
And fold, and press it gently lo the ground. 
As if she stanch'd anew some phantom's wound. 
Herself would question, and for him reply ; 
Then rising, start, arid beckon him to fly 
Front some imagined spectre in pursuit; 
Then seat her down upon some linden's root, 
And hide her visage with her meagre hand, 
Or trace strange characters along the sand — 
This could not l^t — she lies by him she loved; 
Her tale untold — her truth too dearly proved. 



THE SIEGE OF CORINTH. 



JOHN HOBHOUSE, ESQ., 



ADVEETISEMENT. 



•'I'm!; grand arinj of the Turks (in 1715}, 



tl.e Prime 



Vizier, to open to tbetuselves a way into tbe lienrt of llic Mori-a, 
and to form the eiege of Napoli tli liomania, the riioet considerable 
place in all that country,* thought it best iu the lirst place to attack 
Corinth, upon which they made several stonns. The garrison being 
weakened, and the goveruor seeing it was impossible to hold out 
against so mighty a force, thought it lit to bent a parley : but while 
they were treating about the articles, one of tbe inBpaxiiics in the 
Turkish camp, wnereiu they had six hundred biirrels of [Htwdrr, 
blew up by aecideut, whereby six or seveii huniiieil inen wei« 
killed ; which so enraged the infidels, tliiit they would not grant anj 
capitulation, but stormed the place with so much fury, that tiief 
took it, and put most of tiie garrison, witli Signior Alinotti, the 
govenior, to the sword. The rest, with Antonio Bembo, proveilituT 
extraordinary, were made prisoners of war." — History of the 2'atkt, 
vol. iii. p. 151. 



I 



* Nnpoli di BonuinU in pot nov tk 
Tripolitu, irhcre the P«lu reaidea, ki 
At^db. I tieited nil tbne in 1810-11 ; 
roDntrj rrom mjr Gnt urival id ISOS, 
to tbe Morea, OTsr tk ID01 



I moM Hiiuidenble pUce ia the ]!««, bat 
I munUina hie gonniDient. Napoli b Bear 
and, in the conne of joumejinit thrm^ tbe 
crouod the iBthmui eight tinu* in mj ny 
* Ibe other dircoliciti, •bea paaing 



rmm the Gulf of Atheui Vi thai of Lepadto. Both tbe routei 
beautifnl, tbuugb tery diSertst : that hj 
■ ■■ ■ 'itof hind, ' ~ 






vety near it. preatot* maaj attrMtn* 
, iDcl the eoait of the CoDliBaBt. * 
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HfTEODTTCTlON TO THE SIEGE OF COEINTH. 



Thi "Sifgoof 0»rinth" and " Pkriuns " iipp«red — ^neirlj simultaneomlj — Ibe 
fint ID Junurj, the Koond in Febriury, 1816, uid a Uionnnd guineu were paid for 
Uie fflppyright of tlie two. Lord Byron coosiderad neither of tliem to hjiTe much 
prrtcnaion, which may b* the Teatco he kept thtm back, though chiaflj writttn before 
other pieca wiiich were earlier pulliahed. The motive he aasigncd for continuing to 
linger over the soenei of hia tiatela wiui that they were growing oonfiuied in hie mind, 
and troB paniality to ths ptocei, he waa aniioua to Bi the oolonra before they laded 
amy- Bit fondnas for theae recollectiona ii expressed in the ouncluding passags of 
the preTalory tinea to the "Siege of Corinth," wliich were only printed after hie death. 
It wai objected to the tale that parta of it were compoBed, thraogh negligenoe, io a 
Tery irregalar metre. What waa thoaght to be caretesaDeBa, vaa, however, deaign ; 
nor can it be denied that, beaide* the charm of variety, an increased effect ia imparted 
to ahifting emoUoni by a change in tlie melody. In the "Siege of Corinth" the 
artifioe baa been ouried to excess. Several of the trauiitioni are discordant, and while 
the metre ii aometimea too jingling for pasaionaie veras, the language has oll«a lesa 
•DSrgy and poliah than ia nenol with Byron. Mr. Qilbrd revised the tale, at the 
njoart of the anther, and drew hia pen through a pnpnlar, but by no means faultless 
paange, in the niteenth section. His adviee in other reapeda seems soond, and by 
resDviDg Uemiihes would have hdghtened the beauty of the poem. This, after all 
deductions, is great The alight, bat skilfully constmoted talc, ia, m nsnal, one of 
hapless love, and, as uanal, there is a blight npon the aoni of the hero ; but the tone 
t* Dot altogether the same with that of its predecessors. Instead of tumultuona deeds 
and paaaiona, the larger portion is pervaded by an oppressive gtoom or a tender 
melancholy. Alp, a traitor to his creed and country, la leagued with the Turks, to 
wrest Corinth from the Venetians, and hopes on the morrow lo win the fortreaa, and 
taon piECiaui aCill, hia once promised bride. The awful atillneaa of the night, the 
rotlecaneaa of the eonadence-itricken hero, tile aickening Bpectncle of the doga 
devonring the dead, are a fitting introduction lo the vision of Pranocsca, who oomee la 
fcpronch her lover with hia crime, and urge him to repentance. From the pathos, the 
solemnity and the myslarj of this beautiful ecene, we pasa tn the animated descriptjon 
of the siege. Nothing can be more finely inu^ned than tbe passage in which Alp, 
Bao&snting Praneeaca'a hther, learua that ahe died before their last sight's colloquy, gi 
than Ui« verification of her prophecy in his instant dcalh, 



" Ere hia vciy Ibought uuuld iny," 
staggering under the intellijjcucc which rcrcala to hiui that she wan a 
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from the other world. The execution here is hardly eqnal to the thou^ty and it ia 
tlie want, in plaoea, of a little more pains in the vrorkmanship which has alone 
prevented the " Siege of Corinth ** firom ranking with the best of Byroads tales. The 
interest ceases with the death of Alp^ and there the pieoe should have been contrived 
toeni. 



THE SIEGE OF CORINTH. 



Id the year since Jesus died for men. 

Eighteen hundred years and ten, 

We were a pliant company, 

Riding o'er land, and sailing o'er sn. 

Oh ! Ijut we went merrily I 

We fnrded the river, and clonib the iiigh hill, 

Wever our steeds fur a day stood still ; 

Whether we lay in the cave or the shed. 

Our sleep fell soft on the hardest bed ; 

Whether we couch'd in our rougli capote. 

On the rougher plonk of our gliding bool, 

Or stretch'd on the beach, or our saddles spread 

Ab a pillow beneath the resting head, 

Freah we woke upon the morrou- : 

AU our thoughts and words had scope. 

We had health, and we had hope. 
Toil and travel, but no sorrow. 
We were of all tongues and creeds ; — 
Some were those who counted beads, 
Some of mosque, and some of church. 

And some, or I mis-say, of neither; 
Yet through the wide world might ye search. 

Nor find a mollier crew nor blither. 



But some are dead, and some are gone. 
And some are seattfr'd and alone. 



THE SIEUB OF CORINTH. 

And Bome ai-e rebels on llie hills' 
That look alimg Epirua' vallevs, 
Where freedom slill at moments rallies, 

Xnd pays in biood oppression's ills; 
And some are in a far couiitree, 

And some all n-stlessly at bome; 
But never more, oh I never, we 

Sliiill meet to revel aud to roam. 

But those hardy days flew cheerily ! 

And when they now fall drearily. 

My thoiigliti, like swallows, skim tjie mam, 

And bear my 8|)irit back agaiu 

Over the earth, and through the wr, 

A wild bird and a wanderer. 

'Tis thii" that ever wakes my strain, 

And oft, too oft, implores again 

Tiie few who may endure my lay. 

To follow me so far away. 

Stranger — wilt thou follow now. 

And sit wiili me on Aero- Corinth's browp 



Many a vanish'd year and age. 

And tempest's breath, and battle's rage, 

Have swept o'er Corinth ; yet she stinul.', 

A fortress fotm'd to Freedom's hands.' 

The whirlwind's wrath, ihe earthquake's shocL, 

Have left uiitouch'd her hoary rock, 

The keystone of a land, which slill. 

Though fttU'n, looks proudly on that hill, 

The landniBik to the <louble tide 

That porphng rolls on either side. 

As if their waters chafed to meet, 

Yet pnU'K; and crouch beneath her feet. 

' Tilt lut tiding! rucntt; hHrd or Derriih (nne of lh« Anunti she fu 
■UU bim to bt in revolt Dp-n the iDDuaUuiii, M Hie LtwJ vt aoiue a( the bu 
in that eugntrj ia timn of tronlle. 

' [•' A m»r*«l frum her Moalom Un.l.."— M3,J 
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But could the blood before her sheil 

Since first Timoleon's brother bled,' 

Or baffled Persia's despot fled, 

Ariee from out the earth which drank 

The stream of slaughter as it sank. 

That sanguine ocean would o'erfiow 

Her isthmus idly spread below : 

Or could the bones of sU the slain. 

Who perish'd there, be piled again. 

That rival pyramid would rise 

More mouu tain-like, through those clear skic. 

Thau you tower-capp'd Acropolis, 

Which seems the very clouds to kiss. 



On dun Citliieron's ridge appears 
The gleam of twice ten thousand spears ; 
And downward to the Isthmian plain, 
From shore to shore of eitlier main. 
The tent is pitcli'd, the crescent shines 
Along the Moslem's leaguering lines; 
And the dusk Spain's bands' advance 
Beneath each bearded pacha's glance ; 
And far and wide as eye can reach 
The turban'd cohorts throng the beach ; 
And there the Arab's camel kneels. 
And there his steed the Tartar wheels; 
The Turcoman hatli left his herd,' 
The sabre round his loins to gird ; 
And there the volleying tliunders pour. 
Till waves grow smootlier to the roar. 
The trench is dug, the caimou's breath 
■\Vings the far hissing globe of death ; 

■ fTin)o)»n, wbo hid MTed the life of hi* brother TimophuM in battle, aftcnrardi 
killed ban for aiming M the aapreme pawer in CoiiDlh, preferriDg bji dulf to hii 
eoDDtrj to the obligatioiia of relatioiKhip. Dr. WartotJ ujra, that Pupe once intoDded 
to write nn cpio puem OD the itorj, and that Akenaide hail the unie detign.] 

■ (Tnrkiih bolden of D)ili(iu7 liefB, itbirb oblige Lhem tu joio the ariujr, mounted at 
thrir on eicpenae.] 

* Tbtlilk of the Tnreomaiu ii wandning and pnlnarcbal : tbr; dwell in lenti. 
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Fiisf. H'Eiirl the fragnieiits from llic whII, 
Wliich crumbles witli the ponderous ball ; 
And from that wall the foe replies, 
U'er dusty plain and suoky skies, 
With fires that answer fast and well 
'I'he summons of the intidel. 



But near and nearest to the wall 
Of those who wish and work lis fall, 
With deeper skill in war's black art. 
Than Othinan'a sons, and hi;;!) of heart 
As any chief that ever stood 
Triutnphiint in the fields of blood j 
From post to post, and deed to deed, 
Vast spurring on his reeking etccd, 
Where sallying ratiks the trench assail, 
And make the foremost Moslem quail ; 
Or where llie battery, guarded well, 
Remains as yet impregnable. 
Alighting cheerly to inspire 
The soldier slackening in his lire ; 
The first nnd freshest of tlie host 
Which Stamboul's sultan there can bonst. 
To guide the follower o'er the field. 
To point the tube, the lance to wield, 
Or whirl around the bickenng blade ; — 
Was Alp, the Adrian renegade ! 



I'Vom Venice — once a race of worth 
His gentle sires — lie drew liis birth; 
Uut late an exile from her shore, 
Against his countrymen he bore 
The arms they tanglit to bear; and now 
Tlie turban girt bis shaven brow. 
Through many a change had Corinth pnw'ii 
With Greece to Venice' rule at last; 
And here, before her walls, with those 
Tu Greece nnd Venice equal foea. 
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fie atood a foe, vitli all the zeal 
Which young and fiery cotiverts feel, 
Within whose heated bosom throngs 
The memory of a thousand wrongs. 
To him had Venice ceased to be 
Her ancient civic boast — "the Free;" 
And in the palace of St. Mark 
Unnamed accusers in the dark 
Within the " Lion's mouth" had jilaced 
A charge against him nneffaced : 
He fled in time, and saved his life, 
To waste his future years in strife. 
That taught Ids land how great her loss 
In him who triuroph'd o'er the Cross, 
'Gainst which he rear'd the Crescent higli. 
And battled to avenge or die. 



Coamourgi' — he whose closing scene 
Adoru'd the triumph of Eugene, 
When on Carlowitz' bloody plain, 
Tlie Inst and mightiest of the slain, 
He sank, regretting not to die. 
But cursed the Cliristian's victory — 
Conmourgi— can his glory cease. 
That latest conqueror of Greece, 
Till Christian bands to Greece restore 
The freedom Venice gave of yore ? 
A hnndred years have roll'd away 
Since he refii'd the Moslem's sway ; 
And now he led tlie Mussulman, 
And gave the guidance of the van 

* All Conmaar^ Ihe &Toarile of Uirce mllaiu, Bud Snod Tiiier to Ankawt III., 
fSttr reeovEriiig Pi^lopoaneru from the Teaetiaiia in one ampugn, vaa niortfll!; 
■oonded ID the next, sgunct the OenoAiiB, *t the bttUf ar Petemarulin (In th<r plnln 
of Culowili), in HnDguj, endeaTonriiig to nlly hia gmudt. He died of bii woumis 
BBit d>7' Hia !ut order ww the decBpilaUna or Elsusnl Brennar, luid some other 
Oemuo priaoneri, Kod hii liut vordi, "Ob, tbMl rould Cfaiu eeire ail the ChhcUfta 
dogs 1 " > ipeech kod act not nnlike one of Caligula. He »ai a ynng man of gml 
ambitjon and nuboandol prvaumption : od b^ing told that Prince Eugene, tben opposed 

to htm, "vaa a great geiteral." he aaid, "I ahall becQme a GiualT, and at hia 

^m eipeme." 
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To Alp, who well repaid the trust 
By cities levell'd with the dnat; 
And proved, hy many a deed of death, 
How film his heart in novel Mth. 



The walls grew weak ; and fast and hot 

Against them pour'd the ceaseless shot. 

With unabating fury sent 

From battery to battlement ; 

And thnnder-like the pealing din 

Eose from each heated cuWerin ; 

And here and there some crackling dome 

Was fired before the eipbding bomb; 

And as the fabric sank beneath 

The shatt'ring shell's volcanic breath. 

In red and wreatiiing columns flash'd 

The flame, as loud the ruin crash' d. 

Or into countleas meteors driven. 

Its earth-stars melted into heaven ; 

Whose clouds that day grew doubly dun. 

Impervious to the hidden sun. 

With volumed smoke that slowly grew 

To one wide sky of sidphuroas hue. 



But not for vengeance, long delay'd, 
Alone, did AJp, the renegade. 
The Moslem warriors sternly teach 
His skill to pierce the promised breach : 
Within these walls a maid was pent 
His hope would win, without consent 
Of that ineiorabte sire. 
Whose heart refused him in its ire. 
When Alp, beneath his Christian name. 
Her virgin hand aspired to claim. 
In happier mood, and earlier time. 
While unimpeach'd for traitorous crimen 
Gayest in gondola or hall. 
He gbtter'd through the Carnival ; 




And tuned the softest serenade 
ITiat e'er on Adria'a waters iilay'd 
At midnight to Italian maid. 



And man; deem'd her heart was won ; 

For sought by numbers, given to n 

Had joung Francesca'a hand remaiii'd 

Still by the churcii's bonds unchain'd : 

And when the Adriatic bore 

Lanciotto to the Paynim sliore. 

Her wonted smiles were seen to fail. 

And pensive wux'd the maid and pale ; 

More constant at confessional. 

More rare at masque and festival ; 

Or »ceu at such, with downcast eyes. 

Which conquer'd hearts they ceased to prize ■ 

With listleas look she seems to gaze ■. 

With humbler care her form arrays; 

Her voice iess lively in the song ; 

Her step, though light, less fleet among 

The pairs, on whom tlie Morning's glanee 

Breaks, yet unsated with the dance. 



Sent by the stale to guard the land, 
{Which, wrested from the Moslem's hand. 
While Sobieski tamed his pride 
By Buda's wall and Danube's side. 
The chiefs of Venice wrung away 
From Patra to Eubcea's bay,) 
Miuotti held in Corinth's towers 
The Doge's delegated powers. 
While yet the pitying eye of Peace 
Smded o'er her long forgotten Greece : 
And ere that faithless truce was broke 
Which freed her from the unchristian yoke, 
With him liis gentle daughter came; 
Nor there, since Meiielaua' dame 
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Forsook ber lord and land, to prove 
What woes await on lawless love, 
Had fairer fonn adom'd the sliore 
Than she, the matchless stranger, bore. 



The wall is rent, the niina yawnj 
And, with to-morrow's earliest dawn. 
O'er the disjointed mass aliail vault 
The foremost of the fierce assault. 
The banas are raiik'd ; the chosen van 
Of Tartar and of MussulmaQ, 
The full of hope, misnamed " forlorn," 
Who hold the thouglit of death in scorn. 
And win their way with falchion's force. 
Or pave the path with many a corse. 
O'er which the following brave may rise. 
Their stepping-stone — the last who dies 1 



Tis midnight : on the mountains brown 
The cold, round moon shines deeply down j 
Blue roll the waters, blue the sky 
Spreads like an ocean hung on high, 
Bespangled with those isles of light. 
So wildly, spiritually bright ; 
Who ever gazed upon them shining 
And turn' (I to earth witliout repining, 
Nor wish'd for wings to flee away. 
And mix with their eternal ray ? 
The waves on either shore lay there 
Calm, clear, and azure as the air; 
And scarce their foam tlie pebbles shook, 
But Tuurmur'd meekly as the brook. 
'I'he winds were pillow'd on the waves ; 
The banners droop'd along their staves, 
And, as they fell around them furling, 
Above them shone tlie crescent curling; 
And that deep silence wbs unbroke, 
Save Mhere the wntdi his Mpial spokc^ 



niii rtmi fci *iii1 mi^i \H Hill iiliiill. 
And Oe wide bsB of that wild boEt 



Ab ran tbe Uaenin's rok« in air 

In —■*■■;;*■* ciD to vootcd pnjer ; 

B lOM^ tint dusted moamful stnin, 

like some lone npnt's o'er the pUin : 

nhn ■™"l, hot sidlj sweet, 

8«dm wlmi windtand lurp-striiiga mfct, 

And tike a long nmneasared tone, 

to mortal minstrel^ unknown.' 

It 9e«m'd to those within the wall 

A aj prophetic of their iaH : 

It stmck even the besieger's ear 

With somrthing ominous and drear. 

An undefined and sadden thril), 

Which makes the heart a moment stUl, 

Then beat with quicker pulse, ashamed 

Of that stnmge sense its silence framed; 

Such as a sudden passing-bell 

Wakes, though but for a stranger's kneU.* 



The tent of Alp was on the shore ; 

The sound was hush'd, the prayer was o'er ; 

The watch was act, the night-round made, 

All mandates issued and obe/d : 

Tis but another aniioua night, 

His pains the morrow may requite 

With all revenge and love can pay. 

In guerdon for their long delay. 

Few hours remain, and he bath need 

Of rest, to nerve for many a deed 

Of slaughter; but within hia soul 

The thoughts like troubled waters roll. 



-Wkl 

' [" Which ringi ■ deep, Eutenik] knelt, 
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He stood alone among the host ; 

Not his the loud fanatic boast 

To plant Ihe crescent o'er the cros^ 

Or risk a life with little loss, 

Secure in paradise to be 

By Honris loved immortally : 

Nor his, what bumiag patriots feel. 

The stern exaltedness of zeal. 

Profuse of blood, untired in toil. 

When battling on the parent soiL 

He stood aloue — a renegade 

Against the coujitry he betrs/d j 

He stood alone amidst his band, 

"Without a trusted heart or hand : 

Thej follow'd him, for he was brave. 

And great the spoil he got and gave ; 

They crouch'd to him, for he had skill 

To warp and wield the vulgar will : 

But still his Cliristtan origin 

With them was little less than sin. 

They envied even the faithless fame 

He eam'd beneath a Moslem name; 

Since he, their mightiest chief, had been 

In youth a bitter Nazarene. 

They did not know how pride can stoop, 

When baffled feelings withering droop ; 

They did not know how liate can bum 

In hearfa once changed from soft to steni; 

Nor ail the false Etnd fatal ze-al 

The convert of revenge can feel. 

He ruled them — man may rule the worst. 

By ever daring to be first : 

So lions o'er the jackals sway ; 

The jackal points, he felU the prey/ 

Then on the vulgar yelling press, 

To gorge the relics of success. 

' [" Al liana o'er Ihii jukil «wtT 

Bj springing diDotlen on the prej ; 
Thej fbllnw na, uid jrltlDg pnn 
Tognrgc thn fr^gnifnti ufsuflwcB."— MS.] 
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His bead grows fever" d, and his pulse 
The quick successive throbs coavulse; 
In vain from side to side he tiirows 
His form, in courtship of repose ; ' 
Or if he dozed, a sound, a start 
Awoke him with a sunken heart. 
The turban on his hot brow press'd, 
The moil weigli'd lead -like on his breast, 
Though oft and long beneatli its weight 
Upon his eyes had slumber sate. 
Without or couch or canopy. 
Except a rougher field and sky 
Than now might yield a warrior's bed. 
Than now along the heaven was spread. 
He could not rest, he could not stay 
Within his tent to wait for day. 
But walk'd him forth along the sand. 
Where thousand sleepers strew'd the struiid. 
What pillow'd them ? and why should he 
More wakeful than the humblest be. 
Since more their peril, worse their toil ? 
And yet they fearless dream of spoil; 
While he alone, where thousands pass'd 
A night of sleep, perchance their last. 
In sickly vigil wander'd on. 
And envied all he gazed upon. 



He felt his soul become more light 
Beneath the freshness of the night. 
Cool wiis the silent sky, though calm. 
And bulbed his brow with airy balm : 
Behind, the camp — before him lay, 
In many a winding creek and bay, 
Lepanto's gulf ; and, on the brow 
Of Delphi's hill, unshaken snow. 
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High and eternal, »iicli as sliotie 
Through thousand fumiuers brightly gone. 
Along the galf, tlie mount, the chme; 
It will not melt, like man, to time : 
Tyrant and slave are swept away. 
Less form'd to wear before the ray; 
But that white veil, the lightest, frailest. 
Which on the mighty mount tliou hailest. 
While tower and tree are torn and rent. 
Shines o'er its craggy battlement; 
In form a peaJc, in height a cloud. 
In texture like a hovering shroud, 
Thus liigli by parting tVeedom spread, 
As from her fond abode she fled. 
And hiiger'd on the spot, where long 
Her prophet spirit spake in song. 
Oh ! still her step at moments falters 
O'er witlier'd fields, and ruin'd altars. 
And fain would wake, in souls too brokeOf 
By pointing to each glorious token : 
But vain her voice, till better days 
Dawn in those yet remember'd rays. 
Which ahone upon the Persian flying, 
And saw the Spartan smile in dying. 



Not mindless of these mighty times 

Was Alp, despite his flight and crimes; 

And through this night, as on he wander*d, 

And o'er the past and present ponder'd. 

And tiiought upon the glorious dead 

Who tliere in better cause had bled. 

He felt how faint and feebly dim 

The fame that could accrue to liim. 

Who dieer'd the band, and waved the aword, 

A tr&itor in a turban'd horde; 

And led tliem to the lawless siege, 

W^hose best success were sacril^. 

Not ao had those his fancy number'd. 

The chiefs whosp dust around liim »lumber'di 
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Their phalanx marshall'd on the plaiu, 
Whoate bulwarks were not then iu vain. 
ITiey fell devoted, but undying ; 
The very gale their names seem'd sighing j 
The waters marmur'd of their name; 
The woods were peopled with their fame ; 
The silent pillar, lone and grey, 
Ciaim'd kindred with their sacred clay ; 
Their spirits wrapp'd the dusky mouutain. 
Their memory sparkled o'er the fountain ; 
The meanest rill, the mightiest river 
Koli'd mingling with their fame for ever. 
Despite of every yoke she bears, 
Tiiat land is glory's still and theirs ! * 
'Tis fltdl a watch-word to the earth : 
When man would do a deed of worth 
He points to Greece, and turns to tread, 
So sanction' d, on the tyrant's head : 
He looks to her, and rushes on 
Where life is lost, or freedom won. ' 



Still by the shore Alp mutely mosed, 

And woo'd the freshness Night diffused. 

There shrinks no ebb in that tideless sea,' 

Which changeless rolls eternally ; 

So that wildest of waves, in their angriest mood. 

Scarce break on the bounds of the land for a rood j 

And the powerless moon beholds them flow. 

Heedless if she come or go : 

Calm or high, in main or bay. 

On their course she hath uo sway. 

The rock unworn its base doth bare. 

And looks o'er the surf, but it comes not tbere; 

' [H«re (btlowii, in the HS.— 

" Immort&i — bonndless — DndwaT'd — 
Tbiiir mall ths rery toil perrHde."] 
' [" Wbcre Freedom loveliest nu; be son. "—US.] 

* Tba reader uecd hardlj be ramiuded tbat there are no [iffi«epUU« tidw hi Vat 
HediternLDCBQ. 
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And the fringe of the foam may be seen below. 
On the line that it left long ages ago : 
A emooth short space of yellow sand 
Between it and the greener land. 

He wander'd on along the beach, 

l^ill within the range of a carbine's reach 

Of the leaguer'd wall ; but they saw him not, 

Or how could he 'scape from the hostile shot P ' 

Did traitors lurk in the Christians' lioldP 

Were their hands grown stiff, or their hearts wai'd cold ? 

I know not, in sooth ; but from yonder wall 

There flasli'd no fire, and there hiss'd no ball. 

Though lie stood beneath the bastion's frown, 

That flank'd the seaward gate of the town ; 

Though he heard the sound, and could almost t«ll 

The sullen words of the sentinel. 

As hia measured step on the stone below 

Clank'd, as he paced it to and fro ; 

And he saw the lean dogs beneath the wall 

Hold o'er the dead their carnival,* 

Gorging and growling o'er cnrcass and limb ; 

They were too busy to bark at him ! 

From a Tartar's skull they had stripp'd the flesh. 

As ye peel the fig when its fruit is fresh ; 

And tlieir white tusks crunch'd o'er the whiter skull,' 

As it shpp'd through their jaws, when their edge grew dull. 

As they lazily mumbled the bones of the dead. 

When they scarce could rise from the spot where they fed; 

So well had they broken a lingering fast 

With those who had fallen for that night's repast. 

And Alp knew, by the turbans that roll'd on the sand. 

The foremost of these were the best of his band : 



-MS.] 

* rOmit thn rat of this ■Htion, — GtrroKO.] 

' TliLa ipeptule 1 Iutb weii, sash u (iHcribed, b«ie*th the nil of tha Sanglio •< 
ConMuitiiiopIt, in the tittle oiTilia worn hj the Bmpbanu io the rock, ■ immm 
tnrae* of vhich project* between the mil ud the nter. 1 think the bM li iIk 
auDtiaDsd ia HoblioaM'i Tr»TeU. The bodin wen prcbabi; those of mm* i*AmiIuij 
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Crimson and greeu were the shawls of their wear. 

And each scalp had a single long tuft of hair,' 

All the rest was shaven and bare. 

The scalps were in the wild dog's maw. 

The hair was tangled round his jaw : 

But close by the shore, on the edge of the gulf. 

There sat a vulture flapping a wolf, 

Who had stolen from the hills, but kept away. 

Stared by the dogs, from the human prey; 

But he seized on his share of a steed that lay, 

Pick'd by the birds, on the sands of the bay. 



Alp tum'd him from the sickening sight : 

Never had shaken his nerves in fight ; 

But he better could brook to behold t!ie dying. 

Deep in the tide of their warm blood lying,* 

Scorcli'd with the death-thirst, and writhing in vain, 

Than the perishing dead who are past all pain.' 

There is something of pride in the perilous hour, 

Whate'er be the shape in which death may lower; 

For Fame is there to say who bleeds, 

And Honour's eye on daring deeds ! 

But when all is past, it is humbling to tread 

O'er the weltering field of the tombless dead/ 

And see worms of the earth, and fowls of the aiTj 

Beasts of the forest, all gathering there; 

All regarding man as their prey. 

All rejoicing in his decay.' 

■ This tnft, or long lock, ia left from a supurtitiaa lh*t Kahnmel will dmv tham 
uhi Fandiw hj it. 

* [Thui the mangled corpse in its own blood ijiiig, — QinoKD.] 
' [Strike onl— 

" Scorch'd with ths dntb-thirat, and writhing ia wn. 
Thai) the periiliiDB dead who srs put all puD." 
What ilk "periabingdcad I"— Glnoan.] 
' [O'er the weltCTiDg iim&j of the tombless dead. — Qirroui,] 

* {"AlithatliTethoninaiiHiUpreir, 

All ntjoics in his d«caj, 

AU tlmt tan kindle diinuy uid disgnat 

Follow his frame from the bisrto the dnat."— HS.] 
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Tbere is a temple in ruin stands, 

Fasliiou'd by long forgotten hands; 

Two or three columns, and many a stone, 

Miirble and granite, with grass o'ergrown ! 

Out upon Time I it will leave no more 

Of the things to come than the things before I' 

Out upon Time 1 who for ever will leave 

But enough of the past for the future to grieve 

O'er that which hath been, and o'er that which mast be; 

What we have seen, our sous shall see ; 

Remnauts of things that liave pasa'd away. 

Fragments of atone, rear'd by creatures of clay I * 



He sate him down at a pillar's base,' 
And pass'd his hand athwart his face ; 
Like one in dreary musing mood. 
Declining was his attitude ; 
His head was drooping on his breast, 
i'ever'd, tlirobbing, and oppress'd ; 
And o'er bia brow, ao downward bent. 
Oft his beating fingers went. 
Hurriedly, as you may see 
Your own run over the ivory key. 
Ere the measured tone is taken 
By the chords you would awaken. 

' [OmitlhiBMUplrt.— GirroED.] 

• fAfter this Uh-B in the UB.— 

" MoaameDtA that the ooming tgt 
Leatn to the apful of the uuaa'l ng* — 
Till Kuio mtkua the relica trarrt. 
Then Learning acU her B'>leiiin Gun, 
And, roaming through the marhls waat^ 
Pnlea of beaaty, art, and taste. 

" That Tempie na mora in the midrt C.tte ptaio ; 
What of (hat Bhrine did fit remain 
laj to hia left ",] 

* tProm thii all ia bnadfol to— 

" He lav not, he knew not ; but nothing l> Ihert." — QirponD,] 
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There lie sate all iienvilv. 

As he heard the night-wind sigh. 

Was it the wind tlirough some hollow stone. 

Sent that soft and tender moan P ' 

He lifted his head, and he look'd on the sea. 

But it was unrippled as glass may be; 

He look'd on the long grass — it waved not a blade ; 

How was that gentle sound conve/d ? 

He look'd to the banners — each flag lay still, 

So did the leaves on CithBeron's hill. 

And he felt not a breatli come over his cheek ; 

What did tliat sudden sound bespeak? 

He tum'd to the left — is lie sure of sight ? 

There sate a lady, youthful and bright I 



He started up with more of fear 

Than if an armed foe were near. 

" God of my fathers ! what is here ? 

Who art thou ? and wherefore sent 

So near a hostile annamciit?" 

His trembling hands refused to sign 

The cross he deem'd no more divine; 

He had resumed it in that hour. 

But coijacierice wrung away the power, 

• I mu*l here acknoitlwlgB n close, though uninlsnlion*!, nuemhlmce in then twelre 
tkiM to a p&sHge ia ui onpubluhod pMiD of Mr. Coleridge, called " Clirinabel." It 
vu not till M&et tbeae liaet were wHttmi that 1 heard that wild and sngnUrl; 
original and beautifnl poem recited ; and Iba AIS. of that productiun I nerer nw till 
rery recentl)', by the kindneBs o! Mr. Coleridge huoeelf, who, 1 hope, is eonrinced that 
I bare not been a wilful plagiarut. The uriginai idea tmiluubtedlj pertaini tn Mr. 
Coleridge, vbo«e puem hu been compowd ab^ve fourteen jears. Let me conclude by 
■ hope thjit be will not lon^r delay the publication of a prodnction, of which 1 can 
only add my mil* of approliatiou to the spplauso of 6r more competent judge*. — [The 
linei in "Chriatabel" are these: — 




The night is 



windtl 



icfor. 






wind enough in the air 
To mora away (he ringlet uarl 
From the loTely Udy^a ebeek — 
There is not wind enough to twirl 
The one red leaf, the Urt of ita ckn, 
Tbjit duic«i oe often u danoe it ean. 
Hanging so light, and banging » high, 
Od tbc topmost twig that loolu up at (he il^.**] 
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He gazed, he saw : !ie knew the face 

Of beauty, and tlie form of grace ; 

It was Francesca by his side. 

The maid who might hare been his bride I 

The rose was yet upon her cheek. 

But mellow'd tfith a tenderer streak : 

"Where was the play of her soft lipa fledP 

Grone was tlie smile that enliven'd their red. 

The ocean's calm within their view, 

Beside her eye had less of blue ; 

But hke that cold wave it stood still, 

And its glance,* tbough clear, was cliill. 

Around her form a thin robe twining, 

Nought cODceal'd her bosom shining ; 

Through the parting of her hair, 

rioating darkly downward there, 

Her rounded arm shoVd white and bare i 

And ere yet she made reply, 

Once she raised her hand on high ; 

It was so wan, and transparent of hue. 

You migiit have seen the moon shine through. 



" I come from my rest to him I love best, 

That I may be happy, and he may be bleasM. 

I have pass'd the guards, the gate, the wall ; 

Sought thee in safety tlirough foes and all. 

'Tis said the lion will turn and Hee 

From a maid in the pride of her purity ; 

And the Power on high, that can shield the gnod 

Thus from the tyrant of the wood. 

Hath extended its mercy to guard me as well 

From the hands of the leaguering infidel. 

1 come — and if I come in vain. 

Never, oh never, we meet again I 

'I'hon hast done a fearful deed 

In falling away from thy fathers' creed : 

* [And iU Ikrilling Hlinco, Jlc— UlrrMHK ■ 
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Sut da«h that turban to earlii, and sign 

The sign of the cross, and for ever be mine; 
"Wring the black drop from thj heart. 
And to-morrow unites ns no more to part," 

"And where should our bridal couch be spread? 

In the midst of the dying and the dead ? 

For to-morrow we give to the slaughter and flame 

The sons and the slirinea of the Christian name. 

None, save thou and thine, I've sworn. 

Shall be left upon the morn : 

But thee will I bear to a lovely spot, 

Wbere our hands shall be join'd, and our sorrow forgot. 

There thou yet shalt be my bride. 

When once again I've quelt'd the pride 

Of Venice; and her hated race 

Have felt the arm they would debase 

Scourge, with a whip of scorpions, those 

Whom vice and euvy made my foes." 

Upon his hand she laid her own — 

Light was the touch, but it thrili'd to the bone. 

And shot a dullness to liis heart. 

Which fix'd him beyond the power to start. 

Though slight was that grasp so mortal cold, 

He could not loose him from its hold ; 

But never did clasp of one so dear 

Strike on the pulse with such feeling of fear, 

Aa those thin fingers, long and wliite, 

Froze through his blood by their touch that nighU 

The feverish glow of his brow was gone, 

And hia heart sank so still that it felt like stone. 

As he look'd on the face, and beheld its hue. 

So deeply changed from what he knew : 

Fair but faint — without the ray 

Of mind, that made each feature play 

like sparkling waves on a sunny day ; 

And her motionless lips lay still as death, 

Kad her words came forth without her breath, 
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And tliere rose not a heave o'er her bosom's swell. 

And there seem'd not a pulse in her veins to dwell. 

Though her eye shone out, jet the lids were fii'o. 

And the glance tliat it gave was wild and unmix'd 

With aaght of change, as the eyes may seem 

Of the restless who walk in a troubled dream ; 

Like the figures on arras, that glooraiiy glare, 

Stirr'd by the breath of the wintry air,' 

So seen by the dying lamp's fitful light. 

Lifeless, but life-like, and awful to sight ; 

As they seem, through the dimness, about to come down 

Prom the shadowy wall where their images frown ; 

Fearfully flitting to and fro, 

As the gusts on tlie tapestry come and go. 

" If not for love of mc he given 
Thus much, then, for the love of heaven, — 
Again I say — that turban tear 
From off thy faithless brow, and swear 
Thine injured country's sons to spare. 
Or tliou art lost ; and never shalt see — 
Not earth — that's past — but heaven or me. 
If this thou dost accord, albeit 
A heavy doom 'tis thine to meet, 
That doom shall half absolve thy sin. 
And mercy's gate may receive thee within : 
Bnt pause one moment more, and take 
The curse of Him tliou didst forsake j 
And look once more to heaven, and see 
Its love for ever shut from thee. 
There is a light cloud by Ihe moon — ' 
^Tis passing, and will pnss full soon — 

» IMS.— 

Ib tbe nunmer of ISOS, vliui ia hui mxtauilli jai. Lord BjroB, tbon^ oStead a "I 
liBd M AnDNler, nnd M fint to retoni enrj night to NcwatMd ; tilt ' ■• - • 

HU kfnid of Uifl funilj putnrat of Ihe ClAwortlii, which he Euxritd " 

grudge to him on looaiuil of tha dnil." Hoare thinki liiii puugi aaj hav* Imm J 

■ugg»ted bj tba reoollfcUon.] 

' I baTs bMD lold that lh« idea expnaxd in tbia ■n'l tbe fire fellowiiig HdM hM 
bwu admired bj thoas whon ipprobatiDa ji Talnablc. I ma glwl of it : bnt it 1< nut 
irigiiial — «t leait nut Diina ; it mtj b« fuuiid n.uoh better eii'msed in j»gcM 183 3-( 
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If, bj the time its vapoiirj sail 
Hath ceased her shaded orb to veil. 
Thy heart within thee is iiot changed. 
Then God and man are both avenged ; 
Dark will thy doom be, darker still 
Thine immortality of ill," 

Alp look'd to heaven, and ?aw on high 

The sign she spake of.in the t-ky; 

But liis heart was swollen, and tum'd aside. 

By deep interminable pride. 

This lirst false passion of his breast 

KoU'd like a torrent o'er the rest. 

He sue for mercy ! He dismay'd 

By wild words of a timid maid I 

He, wrong'd by Venice, vow to save 

Her sons, devoted to the grave I 

No — though that cloud were thunder's worst. 

And charged to crash him — let it burst I 



He look'd upon it earnestly. 
Without an accent of reply ; 
He watch'd it passing; it is flown : 
Full on his eye the clear moon shone, 
And tliua he spake — " Whate'er my fate, 
I am no changeling — ^"tis too late : 
The reed in storms may bow and quiver, 
Then rise again ; the tree must shiver. 
Ti\Tiat Venice made me, I must he. 
Her foe in all, save love to thee ; 
But thou art safe : oh, fly with me ! " 

kf (he Kngliah rtmoD of " Vatheli " (I foi^ the precise pige of the French), ft ««rk 
lo which I bare befoie rafeirtd ; and neier recur to. or rsd, willioiit s renewal of 
|ntiliaitJon.~{The foUowiog is the punge : — " 'Dclodsd prince !' said the QeaiiiH, 
eMn«iing tlie Oalipb, ' Ibia moment is the taat of grace allowed thee : giTe bni'li 
Iloaniuahar to her fattier, who still retains a few aparka of life : deitrof thy tower, 
«itb all it* sbomiDatioDi : drive CarathiB from th; councila : be jiut to tbj snbjecU : 
mpen the miniilcia of the prophet : compeustte fur thy impiotiea bf an eieinplary 
li(e ; aod, initead of aqDiuidering Ihy days in Toluptnoaa indulgence lament tli; 
Crimea on the aepnlclirei of thy ancoitors. Tbon beholdeet the cicada that obicure the 
■on : at the inilanthc neoras hiis[>Ieailoar, if tby heart be not ebanged, the time of 



HI nercy anil 



U Ihoe will be jiast for 
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He tum'd, but ahe is gone ! 

Nothing is there but the colmmi stone. 

Hath she sunk in the earth, or melted in air P 

He saw not — he knew not — but nothing is there. 



The night is past, and shines the sun 

As if that mom were s jocund one.' 

Lightly and brightly breaks away 

The Morning from her manUe grey, 

And the Noon will look on a sultry day.* 

Hark fo the tramp, and the drum. 

And the mournful sound of the barbarous horn. 

And the flap of the banners, tbat flit as they're borne, 

And the neigh of the steed, and the multitude's hum, 

And the clash, and the shont, " They come ! they come I " 

The horsetails' are pluck'd from the ground, and the swonl 

From its sheath ; and they form, and but wait for the word. 

Tartar, and Spahi, and 'i\ircuman. 

Strike your tents, and throng to the van ; 

Mount ye, spur ye, skirr the plain. 

That the fugitive may flee in vain. 

When he breaks from the town ; and none escape^ 

Aged or young, in the Christian shape ; 

While your fellows on foot, in a fiery mass, 

Bloodstain the breach through which they pass,' 

The steeds are all bridled, and snort to the rein ; 

Curved is each neck, and flowing each mane; 

Wliite is the foam of their champ on the bit ; 

The apeara are uplifted ; the matches are lit ; 

The cannon are pointed, and ready to roar. 

And crush the wall they have crumbled before : ' 

' rLesTe out thii sonplet. — Giiroui.] 

' j^ke onV— " And Iho Noon will look on ■ mltry da;."— ainou,] 

* Ths hoiwt^I^ Gi«d Dpon ■ lanoe, ■ pulu'i itandknl. 

' [Omit— 
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Forms in his phalanx each janizar ; 

Alp at their head ; his right arm is bare, 

So is the blade of his scimitar j 

The khan and the pachas are all at their post ; 

The vizier himself at tlie head of the host. 

When the culveriii's signal is fired, then on ; 

Leave not in Corinth a living one — 

A priest at her aUars, a chief in her halls, 

A hearth in her mansions, a stone on her walls. 

God and the prophet — Alia Hu ! 

Up to the skies with that wild halloo I 

" 'ITiere the breach lies for passage, the ladder to scale ; 

And your hands on your sabres, and how should ye fail ? 

He who first downs with the red cross may crave ' 

His heart's dearest wish ; let him aak it, and have I " 

Thus utter'd Coumourgi, the dauntless viKier ; 

The reply was the brandish of sabre and sj>ear. 

And the shout of fierce thousands in joyous ire : — 

Silence — hark to the signal — fire ! 



As the wolves, that headlong go 

On the stately buffalo. 

Though with fiery eyes, and angry roar. 

And hoofs that stamp, and horns that gore. 

He tramples on earth, or tosses on high 

The foremost, who rush on his strength but to die : 

Thus against the wall they went. 

Thus the first were backward bent;' 

Many a bosom, sheathed in brass. 

Strew' d the earth like broken glass, 

Shiver'd by the shot, that tore 

The ground whereon thej moved no more : 

Even as they fell, in files they lay. 

Like the mower's grass at the close of day, 

' [" He who fiiit downt with the red crtxB nny cra»c," fce. 

Wbal Talg»ri«ni ii this t — 

He who imecri, — or plucla down, be. — QinoRD.] 

* [Thus Kgainst the w&II thej bnt, 

Thiu the first were backwsrd »«/.— OiFronB.l 
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When Lis work is done on the levell'd plain ; 
Such was the fall of the foremost aluiD.* 



As the spring-tides, with heavy plash. 

Prom the cliffs invading dash 

Huge fragments, sapp'd bj the ccawlws flow. 

Till white and thundering down they go, 

IJke the avalanche's snow 

On the Alpine voles below ; 

Thus at length, ontbrenthed and worn, 

Corinth's sons were downward borne 

By the long and oft renew'd 

Charge of the Moslem muUitude. 

In firmness they stood, and in masses they fell, 

Heap'd hy the boat of the infidel, 

Hand to hand, and foot to foot : 

Nothing there, save death, was iiintej 

Stroke, and thrust, nnd flash, and cry 

For quarter, or for victory, 

Mingle there with the volleying Ihuiider, 

Which makes the distant cities wonder 

How the sounding battle goes. 

If with them, or for their foes ; 

If they must mouni, or may rejoice 

In tbat annihilating voice, 

Which pierces the deep hills througli and llirouffh 

With an echo dread and new : 

You might have heard it, on that day. 

O'er Salamis and Megara; 

(We have heard the hearers say,) 

Even imio Pineus' bay. 



From the point of encountering blades to the hilt^ 
Sabres and swords wilh blood were gilt; 
But the rampart is won, atid the spoil begun, 
And all but the sft«r carnage done. 



■ [Bniili «M (he Oai <i( Iho ton 



— Qiraou.] 
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Shnller shrieks now mingling come 

From williiii tlie plunder'd dome : 

Hark to tlie haste of flying feet, 

That splash in the blood of the slipitery street; 

But here and there, where 'vantage ground 

Against the foe may still be found. 

Desperate groups, of twelve or teii. 

Make a pause, and turn again — 

With banded backs against the wall. 

Fiercely stiind, or fighting fall. 

There stood an old man' — Ida hairs were wliite, 

But his veteran ann was full of miglit : 

So gallantly bore he the brunt of the fray. 

The dead before lum, on that day. 

In a semicircle lay; 

Still he combated uuwounded, 

Tliough retreating, unsurroanded. 

Many a scar of former fight 

Lurk'd* beneath bis corslet bright; 

But of every wound his body bore, 

Each and all had been ta'cu before : 

Though aged, !»e was so iron of limb. 

Few of our youth could cope with him, 

Aud the foes, whom he singly kept at bay> 

Outnmnber'd his thin hairs* of silver grey. 

From right t« left his sabre swept : 

Many an Othman mother wept 

Sons that were unborn, wheu dipp'd' 

His weapon first in Moslem gore, 

Ere his years could count a score. 

Of all he might have been the sire* 

W'lio fell that day beneath his ire: 

For, aonlcss left long years ago, 

His wrath made many a childless foe; 

' [There Mood > man, ie. — Girroui.] 

* ("iM-id;*» Ud word— Mj " Wat iid."— Gilford.] 

* [Outaumber'd hi5 boln, kc, — Qirioui.] 

' [Soni that were unborn, wlien ht dipi>'d. — Qlr^OKD.] 

* [BriTO !— this ia bttbtr tLui King Friuu't Cttj s<.iu.— Uuiu&l>.J 
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And since the day, wlieu iu the strut' 

Ilia onlj boy had met his fate, 

Hia parent's iron hand did doom 

More than a human hecatomb.' 

If shades by carnage be appeased, 

Patroclus' spirit less was pleased 

Thau his, Miaotti's son, who died 

Where Asia's bounds and ours divide. 

Buried he lay, where thousands before 

Par thousands of years were inhumed on tlie shore ; 

What of them is lea, to tell 

Where they lie, and how they fell P 

Not a etone on their turf, nor a bone in their graves ; 

But they live in the verse that immortally saves. 



Hark to the Allah shout !' a band 

Of the Mussulman bravest and beat is at band; 

Their leader's nervous arm ia bare. 

Swifter to smite, and never to spare — 

Unclothed to the ahovdder it waves them onj 

Thus in the figlit is he ever known : 

Others a gaudier garb may shovr. 

To tempt the spoil of the greedy foe ; 

Many a hand's on a richer hilt, 

But none on a steel more niddily gilt; 

Many a loftier turban may wear, — 

Alp ia but known by the white arm bare ; 

Look through tjie thick of t!ie 6glit, 'tis there I 

There is not a standard on that shore 

So well advanced the ranks beforej 

There is not a banner iu Musleui war 

Will lure the Delhis half so far ; 

It glances like a falling star I 

* to the naci] lattte >t the month of the Ihu'dnDellea, bctwiwn tba VenHnDi mod 

* [Then can be ao sudi thing ; but the whole of Uu> i* pmr, ui>l ipoii oat.— 
UirKno.] 

■ [Hark Iu the UtB Hd • he— GirroHD.J 
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Where'er lliat miglity arm is seen, 
llie braveat be, or late have been ;' 
There tlie craven cries for quarter 
Vainly to the vengeful Tartar ; 
Or the hero, silent lying, 
Scorns to yield a groan in dying ; 
Musteriug his last feeble blow 
'Gainst the nearest levell'd foe. 
Though fmst beneath the mutual wound. 
Grappling on the gory ground. 



Still the old man stood erect, 
Aud Alp'a career a moment check'd. 
" yield thee, Miuotti; quarter take. 
For thine own, thy daughter's sake." 

"Never, renegade, never I 

Though the life of thy gift would last for ever." ' 

" Francesca ! — Oh, my promised bride !' 
Must ehe too perish by thy pride I " 

" She b safe." — " Where ? where ?" — " In heaven ; 

From whence thy traitor soul is driven — 

Far from tliee, and undeiiled." 

Grimly tiieii Minotti smiled, 

Ab he saw Alp staggering bow 

Before bis words, as with a blow. 

"Oh God! when died she?" — "Yesternight — 

Nor weep I for her spirit's flight : 

None of my pure race shall be 

Slaves to Mahomet and thee— 

Come on I" — That challenge is in vain — 

Alp's already with the slain I 

tUniit the nmuinder of tbe >ec^aii.- — OirroKC.] 
In thaoriKiuol US,— 

-Thosgh the life of thjeiiine would lul for CMC,"] 
[" Wheie'i FnnccKa ! — m; promiwd biidc I " — HS.] 
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While Minotti's words were wreaking 

More revenge in bitter speaking 

Tlian his fiUchion's )>oiDt had found, 

Hnd the time allow'd to wound, 

Trooi viithiii the neighbouring porch 

Of a loui; defended church. 

Where tlie last and desperate few 

Would tlie failing fight renew, 

The sharp shot dash'd Alp to the ground ; 

lire nn eye could view tbe wound 

Tliat crash'd through the brain of the infidel. 

Round he spun, and down he fell ; 

A tlaah like fire within his eyes 

Blazed, as he bent uo more to rise. 

And then eternal darkness sunk 

Through all the palpitating trunk ;* 

Nouglit of hfe left, save a quivering 

Where his limbs were slightly shivering : 

They turn'd liim on his back ; his breast 

And brow were ataiu'd with gore and dust. 

And through his lips the life-blood oozed, 

From its deep veins lately loosed ; 

But in his pulse there was no llu-ob. 

Nor on his lipa one dying sob ; 

Sigh, nor word, nor struggling breath 

Heralded his way to death : 

Ere his very thought could pray, 

Unanel'd lie pass'd away. 

Without o hope from mercy's aid.^ 

To the last a Bencgade. 



Feflrfully the yell arose 

Of his followers, and his foes; 

These in joy, in fury those : ' 

■ (BarcfoUeviiDHS.— 
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Then again in conflict mixing, 
dashing swords, and spears transfixing 
Interchanged the blow and thrust. 
Hurling warriora in the dust. 
Street by street, and foot by foot. 
Still Minotti dares dispute 
The latest portion of the land 
Left beneath his high command ; 
With him, aiding heart and hand. 
The remnant of his gallant band. 
Still the church is tenable, 

Wheuce issued late the fated ball 
That half avenged the city's fall, 
When Alp, her fierce assailant, tell : 
Thither bending sternly back. 
They leave before a bloody track ; 
And, with their faces to the foe. 
Dealing wounds with every blow,* 
Tiie chief, and his retreating train, 
Join to those within the fane; 
Tliere they yet may breathe awhile^ 
Shelter'd by the massy pile. 



Brief breathing- time ! the turban'd boat, 

With added ranks and raging boast. 

Press onwards with such strength and healy 

Their numbers balk their own retreat; 

For narrow the way that led to the spot 

Where still the Christiana yielded not ; 

And the foremost, if fearful, may vainly try 

Tlu'ough the massy colunm to turn and fly; 

They perforce must do or die. 

They die ; but ere their eyes could close. 

Avengers o'er their bodies rose ; 

Fresh and furious, fast they fill 

The ranks unthinn'd, though slaughter'd still; 



• [DMling dtalh witb everj Ho^.—Qir 



B.] 
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And faint the weary Chriatiana wax 
Before tlie still reiiew'd attacks : 
And uow the Othmaiu gain the gate; 
Still resists its irau weight, 
And still, all deadly aiin'd and hot. 
Prom every crevice comes the shot; 
From every shutter'd window pour 
The volleys of the sulphurous shower ; 
But Ihe portal wavering grows and weak— 
The iron yields, the hiugea ercjik — 
It bends— it f^a— and all is o'er; 
Lost Corinth may resist no more 1 



Darkly, sternly, and all alone, 

Minotti stood o'er the altar stone : 
Madonna's face upon him shone, 
Fainted in heavenly hues above. 
With eyes of light and looks of love ; 
And placed upon tliat holy shrine 
To fix our thoughts on things divine. 
When pictured there, we kneeling see 
Her, and the boy-God on her knee. 
Smiling sweetly on each prayer 
To heaven, as if to waft it there- 
Still she smiled ; even now she smiles. 
Though slaughter streams along her aisles : 
Minotti lifted his aged eye. 
And made the sign of a cross with a sigh. 
Then seized a torch which blazed thereby ; 
And still he stood, while with steel and flame, 
Inward and onward the Mussulman came. 



The vaults beneath the mosaic stone 
Contain'd the dead of ages gone ; 
Tlieir names were on the graven floor. 
But now illegible with gore ; 
The carved crests, and curious hues 
The varied marble's veins diffuse. 
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Were amear'd, and slijijiery — staiii'd, and strowu 

With broken swords, and helms o'ertlirown : 

There were dead above, and the dead below 

Lay cold in many a coffin'd row ; 

You might see them piled in sable state. 

By a pale light througli a gloomy grate ; 

But War bad enter'd their dark caves. 

And stored along the vaulted graves 

Her sulphurous treasures, thickly s|iread 

In masses by the fleshless dead : 

Here, throughout the siege, had been 

The Christians' chiefest magazme ; 

To these a late form'd train now led, 

Uinotti's last and stern resource 

Against the foe's o'erwhelming force. 



The foe came on, and few remain 

To strive, and those must strive in vain : 

For lack of further lives, to slake 

The tliirst of vengeance now awake, 

With barbarous blows they gash the dead, 

And lop the already lifeless head, 

Ajid fell the statues from their niche. 

And spoil the shrines of offerings rich. 

And from each other's rude hands wrest 

The silver vessels saints had blesa'd. 

To the high altar on they go; 

Oh, but it made a glorious show !' 

On its table atiU behold 

Tlie cup of consecrated gold ; 

Massy and deep, a glittering prize, 

Brightly it sparkles to plmiderera' eyes : 

That mom it held the holy wine. 

Converted by Christ to his blood so divine. 

Which his worshippers drank at the break of day. 

To shrive their sools ere they join'd in the fray. 

Still a few drops within it lay ; 

• I" Ob, bat it iBiiiIe n glorioos shdw ! ! ! " Oat.— OlMOKD,] 
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And round tlie sacred table glow 
Twelve loft; lamps, in apleudid row, 
From the purest metal cast; 
A spoil — the richest, and the last. 



80 near the; came, the nearest nretcli'd 
To grasp the spoil he almost reach'd 

Wlien old Minotti's hand 
Tonch'd with the torch the train — 

•Tis Bred I 
Spire, vaults, the shiine, the spoil, the alain. 

The tnrban'd victors, the Christian band. 
All that of living or dead remain, 
Hurl'd on high with the shiver'd fane. 

In one wild roar expired I 
The shatter'd town — t!ie walls thrown down^ 
The waves a moment backward bent — 
The hills that shake, although unrent. 

As if an earthquake pass'd — 
The thousand sh3)>e)e9s things all driven 
In cloud and flame athwart the heaven. 

By that tremendous blast — 
Proclaim'd the desperate conflict o'er 
On tliat too long afflicted shore : ' 
Up to llie sky like rockets go 
All that mingled there below ; 
Man; a tall and goodl; man, 
Scorch'd an<l shrivell'd to a spau, 
Wlien he fell to enrth again 
Like a cinder strew'd the plain : 
Down the ashes shower like rain ; 
Some fell in the gulf, which received the spriiikla 
With a thousand circling wrinkles ; 
Some fell on the shore, but, far away, 
Scatter*!] o'er the isthmus lay ; 
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ChrisHan or Moslem, which be they P 
Let their mothers see and say t 
"When in cradled rest they lay, 
And each nursing mother smiled 
On the sweet sleep of her childj 
Little deem'd she such a day 
Would rend those tender Hinbs nway. 
Not the matrons that them bore 
Could discern their offspring more; 
That one moment left no trace 
More of human form or face 
Save a scatter'd scalp or bone : 
And down came blazing rafter?, strovn 
Around, and many a falling stone, 
Deeply dinted in the clay, 
All blaclten'd there and reeking lay. 
All the living things that heard 
The deadly earth-shock disappear'i! : 
The wild birds flew ; the wild dogs fled. 
And howling left the unburied dead ; ' 
The camels from their keepers broke ; 
The distant steer forsook the yoke — 
The nearer steed plunged o'et the plain. 
And burst his girth, and tore his rein ; 
The bull-frog's note, from out the marsh, 
Deep-mouth'd arose, and doubly harsh ; 
The wolves yell'd on the cavern'd hill 
Where echo roil'd in thunder still; 
The jackal's troop, in gatlier'd cry,* 
Ba/d from afar complainingly. 
With a niix'd and mournful sound, 
Like crying babe, and beaten hound : ' 
With sudden wing, and ruffled breast. 
The eagle left his rocky neat. 
And mounted nearer to the sun. 



I 



■ [Omit the neit six lines. — QirroKD.] 

* I belinTB 1 hale InliBn ■ poetjal licence to tnuuplrtnt tie jukal from &ii*. In 
Greece I Derer sav aot heani tbese uurouli ; hot unong the ntini of BphnOB I bat* 
heard them bj hnndredB, Th«j haunt mini, and foUov armies. 
{Xeave oat thii couplet — OirrotiD.] 
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The clouds beneath him seem'd so dun ; 
Their smoke assail'd his startled beak^ 
Aud made him higher soar and shriek — 
Thus was Corinth lost and won 1 ' 

' [The " Siege of Gorintli," though written, perhape, with too Tiiible an effort» and 
not very well harmonised in all its parts, cannot but be regarded as a magnifiwt 
oompoeition. There is len misanthropy in it than in any of the rett ; and the interest 
is made up of alternate representations of soft and solemn sooies and emotioDs, and of 
the tumult, and terrors, and intoxication of war. These opposite pictures are, per> 
haps, too riolently contrasted, and, in some parts, too harshly oolonred ; bat they are 
in general exquisitely designed, and exeented with the utmost spirit and 
JmuT.] 
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ADVEETISEMENT. 



The following poem ia grounded on a circnmstance mentioned in 
Gibbon's "Antiquities of the House of Brunswick." I nm aware, 
tliat in modem times, the delicacy or fastidiousness of the reader 
may deem such subjects unfit for the purposes of poetry. The 
Greek dramatists, and some of the best of our old English writers, 
were of a different opinion; as Alfieri and Schiller have also been, 
more recently, upon t!ie Continent. The following extract will 
explain the facts on which the story is founded. The name of Azo 
is substituted for Nicholas, as more metrical. 

" Under the reign of Nicholas III. Ferrara was polluted with a 
domestic tragedy. By the teslimony of an attendant, and his own 
observation, the Marquis of Kste discovered the incestuous loves of 
his wife Parisina, and Hugo his bastard son, a beautiful and valiant 
youth. They were beheaded in the castle by the sentence of a 
father and husband, who published his shame, and survived their 
execution.* He was unfortunate, if tlicy were guilty ; if they were 
innocent, he was still more nnfortunnte ; nor is there any possible 
situation in which I can sincerely approve the last act of the justice 
of a parent." — Gibbon's Mhcellaneout Worh, vol. iii. p. 470. 

* [" Penvs ia mncli dec&jed nod drpopuUted ; but the ciatlc still rxiala enLirF ; 
*nd I wr the court where Puisinft and Hugo vera beheaded, iccordiDg to iLv inuiil 
of Qibboo."— A. Xdbri, 1S17. ] 



INTEODUCTION TO PARISLNA. 



"Piuns*" nperhiLpi, themost ■weetljTeniGedorLoidBjcvo'i tales. Althongli 
ibe beauties wtre at once acknowledged, and fiagmeuta of its mnaicwere kwdod ««r7 
lip, there was, at tbe pfriod of its pablication, a genenJ expresaioD erf* ngret tliat lh« 
author sbontd inTite Bjmpathj for incestDous JoTtn. To tbis it nu; be replied, that 
the sjmpatbj is for tbeir sofferings and not for tbeir sin. So far froia extCDoating 
tba crime, or a[)o1agiiiDg for the criminsls, tbe poet maintains the jnstio of their 
dreadful dooni. Bnt no msniieement can remove the objectiDDS to a subject which is 
natanllf revolUng, and in obediencv to the feetisg Lord Bjtod abandoned bis original 
design of making Selira the brother of the ^^ Bride of Abjdos." Notwithstanding iJut 
the litostioD admits of powerful writiog, sjid that the finest works ■>{ the Qreeks, u 
-well ss manj among tbs modems, turn upon siniilsr catastrophes, the time, he said, 
s had long gone by. In spite of Uie refinement with which he bas eondnc' 
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r which ha* been loiiietiDies avribed Ut lua 
tsies in the mass, it has been well remarked b; Sir E. BrjAgtit that the aBi(fli 
depicted in the " Oiaonr," and its companions, are too remote fnni our nvn to hare 
a miMbleroua eSeet, while tlje sentimenls thej eioke are tiniTenally applieaUei aMj 
convejr delight to tbe mind. In spaaking of the oollectiTe stories, it may be inlerestiDg 
to add. tbat all his heroiuei were framed, as Lnrd Byron related to Lsdy Blesungton, 
oa sn imaginative model which he had mrely or ever met with in life^ — a union, as to 
tbeir persons, of rounded forms with fury hands and feet, and u ta their manners, of 
refinement wilb want of edoeation. In practice be found that uatatorod simplici^ 
*ae atlinl to eoarseneu, and that diminutire hands and feet were joined !•> spare 
iguren, which lie held in abhorrence. Theee conlrailirtory ehanwl eristics, which be 
npreted would Tounh to poaterity for his taste in beauty, are lea distinctly defined in 
the pnems than in tbe orat <<ommentary. The mcnrol qualities oThls faToatiln had a 
living origioaL What be called "bUfablu abuut the odcatia] nalnre of wanen,** 
were derived from bit youth&l ideas of Uiia Chaworth ; nor could Lbi fancy eottini* 
up richer colours than were reSected from " his Irigbt nioroing-slor of Ann«l<y." 
Ho asserted, however, that most of the perfeetioa nu due tu the jlluions of la*^ 
asd that if Uiu ChawotUi had eamelhius of the angel, she bad Bol a liHle of Um 



PARISINA.' 



It is the hour when from the boughs 

The nightingale's high note is heard ; 
It is tiie hour when lovers' vows 

Seem sweet in every wliisper'd word; 

' " Thi* tnnied one ■ cilaniituoi year for the people of Ferrara, for there occntred ■ 
Tetjtngicml erent in the oonrt of [heir sorereign. Our Biuuils. I>o0i printed uid in 
ti»DiiKiipt> with the eieeption of the onpoliahed and negligent wurlc of Sardi, and one 
other, have given the following relation of it, — from which, howeTer, aie rejeoted 
aoDj detaili. and opeeiHlly the nana^Teof Bandelli, who wrote a century aflerwardi, 
and wtu) doea not accord with the cootempoiarj hialoriaug. 

"By the abnTc-mentiaoed Stella dell' AaBBSaino, the Harqnia, in the year liOS, 
had ■ Ion called Dgn, a beantital and ingsnuoaa youth. Fariaina MnlateatA, seoond 
wift of Kiccolo, like tjie gcDerality of atep-mothen, treated bim with little kiadneu, 
to the infinite regret of the Mrtrquie, who regarded him with fond partiality. Oue 
day ibe aaked lore of ber husband to onderlake a certain joomey, to wbich be 
ttniiented, but npon oondicioa that Ugo ehonid bear her company ; for be hoped by 
theae neani to induce her, in the end, to lay aside the obstinale aTeruon which ahe 
had oonceiTed againat him. And indeed hiaintcnt waaacoompHahed but too well, aince, 
daring the jonmey, ahe not only diTeated heraelf of all her hatred, but fell into the 
oppoajt« extreme. After their return, the Marquia had no longer any occaaion to 
renew hie former reproofs. It happened one day that a aenaut of the Mangnia, 
named Zneie. or, as lome call him, Giorgio, pauing before the apartments of ParLsimt, 
WW going OBt from tbem oco of ber chiktolier -maids, all terrified and lu tear*. 
Atliing the nti»>o, she told him that her miitreas. fur some alight oCFenoe, had been 
bea^g her ; and, giving vent to ber mgii, she added, that the eonld easily be rerenged, it 
ahe chuee to make known the criminal familiarity whicb subeiBled between Poriaina 
■nd her atep->on. The aertant took note of the words, and related them to hia 
maiter. He waa aalounded thereat, but, scarcely belieTing hia ears, he aaanied 
hiDiaelT of the tact, alas 1 too clearly, on the 1 Sth of May, by Iq " " 



I 

made in the ceiling of hia wife's cbamber. loalantly be broke inio a furioua ra^, aod ^M 

ornaled both of them, together with Aldobrandino Rangoni, of Modena, her gentleman, ^| 

Bod also, aa some aay, two of the women of ber chamber, aa abettors of this ainfal ^| 

act. He ordered them to be bmught (o a hasty trial, desiring the judges lo ^| 

^_ pranonncF tentence, in the accustomed formi, npon tbe eolprile. This sentence wm ^| 



And gentle trinds, and waters uear, 
Make music to the lonely eiir. 
Each flower the dews have lightly wet. 
And ill the sky the stars are met, 
And on the wave is deeper blue. 
And un the leaf a browner hae, 
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re that beMuTcd thenuelTci in (kronr of cba dclbqneata, u'). 
, »hn wma itl-powerfnl with Nicoolo, and bIh) bis 
:d acwroDg mioiner Alberto dd Sslc. Uoth o! Ihen. tbeir tan 
flowing down Iheir oht«ln, sad npon tbeir knees, implored him for meroj ; iddndog 
whatever reafluna thej could ang^eat for dparing the oflbodBr^ beaidea thoae motJTik of 
hoaoor and decency which might persoade him to coD«9l from the public ao 
aeandaJnoa a deed. But his rage made him infleiibk, and, no the ioalani, be 
eoannanded that the aentence ahoDld be pot in eiecation. 

" It wi>, then, in the priaoua of the oatle, and eiacll; in those bighcfnl dnngeoni 
which ore Men at thii day beneath the chamber called the Aoron, M the foot of tb* 
lion'i tower, at the top of the itrtet QiaTeoca, that on the oight of the Sin of Uaj were 
beheaded, fint, Ogo, and afterwardi Farinna. Zoeae, be thataccnied ber, coDdiicled the 
UtternnderbUarmtotheplaeeofpiiniihmBnt. She. all along, fancied that she ww to bt 
thrown into a pit, and aaked at eTer; itep, whether abe waa yet come to the apcl I 
She waa told that her pnniihineiil wat the azs. Bhe enqoired what waa beeome of 
Dgo, and received foraniwer, that hewai aliaulj dead ; at which, aighing grieronaly, 
■he eicUimod, 'Now, then, I wiah not myaelf to live :' and. being come to the block, 
■he stripped henelf, with her own banda, of all her omnmenta, and, wrapping a ct>iih 
TOnnd her head, inbiaitted lo the (atol itroke, which Icimioated the cruel acne. 
The aame waa done with Bangoni, who, (.igelher with the olbeis, aca>rditig Ui |wv 
calendars in the library of St. Pranonco, waa buried in the eemeUry of that aooTenL 
Nothing elu ia knowa respecting the women. 

"The Maiquia kept watch the whiile of that dreadful night, and, aa he «>• 
walking backwanlH and forwardti, enquired of the captain of the uiUe if Tgo waa 
dead jet T who aniwered him, Yea. lie then gave himtelf up to the moat do^xrnt* 
lauientationi, eKcUimiog, ' Ob 1 that I too were dead, aince 1 have been hurried on lo 
Teiolte thua igaitutt ray own Ugo I' And then gnawing with hia loclh a cane which 
he had in hia bond, be paaacd the roat of the night in aigha and in trar^ calling 
ftequentlyupon hia own dear Ugo. On the fullowing day odling to mind that it voold 
be ueceosary to make public hia JnaliGcadon. Meicg that the traUHCtiaa conld not 
be kept tecret. be ordered the narmtire to be drawn out upon paper, and aent it lo all 
Um oodtM of Italy. 

" On rceeiviog thia adrioe, the Dnge of Venice, TrasoeaH) Poacari. gave ordeta, bnl 
uithout pabliahing hia rtaatnia, that atop ihonld be pnt to the prrparatiniiB for a 
tunnumeDt, which, under the anapicea of the Marquia, and at the eii-enaa of the eily 
at Padua, waa about to take place, Id the eqnare of St. Mark, in order to ctlehiaM 
hia ailvaucement to the ducal chair. 

"The Marquiai in addition to what he bad alniady done, fitim aame UBaOPO Mt a hh 
bunt of vengeaoee, eomm^iDded that aa many of the married wumoi ai*«ri««ll 
known to him to be bitblen, like hia Pariiina. ahiiulJ, like her, be bebwded. 
Ainuagtt otbera, Barberina, or, aa aome call her, lAodauia Ttuuei, wife of (he oonrt 
jndge, underwent thia aeotence, at the naual place ofueeulion ; that ia to mj. in lh« 
quarter of St, Qiaoomo, opposite the present fortreae, beyond St. Faul'a. It cannot ba 
L Id bow sttasge appeared thia pnoMding in a pnoco, who, conaidarin^ hi* owa 
■li<|i-iaitir^. ihould, aa it aMiiie<l. have been in meb caaea tioat isdolcgU. Siuotm, 
bun over, there were who did not bil toaomnwnd him."* 

• Paillf — "Biatory (if Penara." 



And in the heaven that clear obscure. 
So softly dark, and darkly pure. 
Which follows the decline of day, 
As twilight melts beneath the moon away.' 



But it is not to list to the waterfall 

That Parisina leaves her hall, 

And it is not to gaze on the heavenly light 

That the lady walks in the shadow of night ; 

And if she sits in Este's bower, 

Tia not for the sake of its full-blown flower ; 

She listens — but not for the nightingale — 

Thongh her ear expecta aa soft a tale. 

There glides a step through the foliage thick, 

And her cheek grows pale, and her heart beats quick. 

There whispers a voice tlirough the rustling leaves. 

And her blush returns, and her bosom heaves : 

A moment more and they shall meet — 

Tis past — her lover's at her feet. 



And what unto them is the world beside, 
With alt its change of time and lideP 
Its living things, its earth and sky, 
Are nothing to their mind and eye. 
And heedless as tlie dead are they 

Of aught around, above, beneath ; 
As if all else had passed away, 

'I'hey only for each other breathe; 
Their very sighs are full of joy 

So deep, that did it not decay. 
That bappy madness would destroy 

The hearts which feel its fiery sway : 
Of guilt, of peril, do they deem 
In tliat tumultuous tender dream P 



\Mio that have felt that passion's power. 

Or pauseiJ, or fear'd in such an hour ? 

Or thought how brief such momeQla last P 

But jet — they are already past ! 

Alas I we must awake before 

We know such riaion comes no more. 



With many a lingering look they leave 

Tlie spot of guilty gladness past: 
And though they hope, and vow, they grieve. 

As if that parting were the last. 
The frequent sigh — the long embrace — 

The lip that there would cling for ever. 
While gleams on Parisina'a face 

Tiie Heaven she fears will not forgive her. 
As if each calmly conscious star 
Belield her frailty from afar — 
The frequent sigli, the long embrace. 
Yet binds Uicm to their trystiag place. 
But it must come, and they must part 
In fearful heaviness of heart, 
With all the deep and sliuddermg chill 
Which follows fast the deeds of ill, 



And Hugo is gone to his lonely bed. 

To covet there another's bride j 
But she must lay her conscious head 

A husband's trusting heart beside. 
But fever'd in her sleep she seems, 
And red her cheek with troubled dreamy 

And mutters she in her unrest 
A name she dnrc not breathe by day. 

And clasps lier Lord unto the breast 
Which pants for one away t 
And he to that embrace nwnkea, 
And, happy in the thought, mistakes 
That dreaming sigh, and warm careu, 
For inch ns he was woni to ble^s; 



An3 could in Tery fonclness weep 
O'er her who loves hun even in sleep. 



He clasp'd her sleeping to his heart, 

And listened to each broken word : 
He hears— Why doth Prince Azo start, 

Aa if the Archangel's voice he lieard P 
And well he may — a deeper doom 
Could scarcely thunder o'er his tomb. 
When he shall wake to sleep no more. 
And stand the eternal throne before. 
And well he may — his eartldy peace 
Upon that sound is doom'd to cease. 
That sleeping whisper of a name 
Bespeaks her guilt and Azo's shame. 
And whose thiit name? that o'er his pillow 
Sounds fearful as the breaking billow, 
"Which rolls the plaidc upon tlie shore. 

And dashes on tlie pointed rock 
The wretch who sinks to rise no more, — 

So came upon his soul the shock. 
And whose that name ? — 'tis Hugo's, — hif— 
In sooth he had not deem'd of this I — 
'Tis Hugo's, — he, the child of one 
He loved — his own all-evil son — 
The offspring of his wayward youth. 
When fie betray'd Eianca's truth, 
The maid whose folly could confide 
In him who made her not his bride. 



He pluck'd his poniard in its sheath. 
But sheath'd it ere the point was bare; 

Howe'er unworthy now to breathe. 
He could not slny a thing so fair — 
At least, not smiling — sleeping— there : 

Nay more : — he did not wake her then. 
But gazed upon her with a glance 
Which, had she roused her from her trance. 



Had frozen her sense to sleep again ; 
And o'er iiis brow tlie burning lamp 
Gleam'd on the Uew-drops big atid damp. 
She spake no more — but still she slurober'd — 
Wiiile, iu his tUonght, her dajs are number'd. 



And with the mom he sought and found. 
In man^ a tale from those around. 
The proof of all he fear'd to know, 
Their present guiit, his future woe ; 
The loDg-cooniving damsels seek 

To save themselves, and would transfer 
The guilt — the ahame — the doom — to her i 
Concealment is no more — they speak 
All circumstance wiiich may compel 
Full credence to llie tole they tell : 
And Azo's tortured heart and ear 
Have nothing more to feel or bear. 



He was not one who brook'd delay : 

Witliin tlie chamber of his state. 
The chief of Este's ancient sway 

Upon his throne of judgment sat^j 
His nobles and his guards are there,— 
Before liim is the sinful pair ; 
Both young, and me how passing fair I 
■\Vith swordlesa belt, and fetter'd hand. 
Oh, Christ ! that thus a son should stand 

Before a father's face! 
Yet thus mu»t Hugo meet his sire, 
And hear the sentence uf his ire. 

The tale of his disgrace I 
And yet he seems not overcome. 
Although, as yet, his voice be dumb. 



And still, and pale, and silently 
Did Parisina wait her doom ; 



How changed since laat her speaking eye 

Glanced gladness round the glittering room, 
Where high-born men were proud to wait, 
"Where Beauty watch'd to imitate 

Her gentle voice, her lovely mien. 
And gather from her air and gait 

Tlie graces of its (jueen : 
Tlien, — had her eye in sorrow wept, 
A thousand warriors fortii had leapt, 
A thousand swords had sheathless shone. 
And made her qunrrel all their own. 
Now, — wiiaL is she? uiiU what are they? 
Can she command, or these obey ? 
All silent and unheeding now, 
With downcast eyes and knitting brow. 
And folded arms, and freezing air. 
And lips that scarce their scorn forbear. 
Her knights, her dames, her court — is there j 
And he, the chosen one, wliose lance 
Hiid yet been coucii'd before her glance. 
Who — were his arm a moment free — 
Had died or gain'd her liberty ; 
The minion of his father's bride, — 
He, too, is fetter'd by her side ; 
Nor sees lier swoln and full eye swim 
Less for her own despair than him : 
Those lids— o'er wliich the violet vein 
Wandering, leaves a tender stain, 
Shining through the smoothest white 
That e'er did softest kiss invite — 
Now seem'd with hot and livid glow 
To press, not shade, the orbs helow; 
Which glance so heavily, and fill. 
As tear on tear grows gathering still. 



And he for her had also wept. 

But for the eyes that on iiim gazed ; 

His sorrow, if he felt it, slept ; 
Stem and erect his brow was raised. 



PASIBINA. 

Whate'er the grief his soul avow'd. 
He would not sbriiik before the crowd ; 
But yet he dared not look on her ; 
Eemembrance of the hours that were — 
His guilt, his love, his jireseut state— 
His father's wrath, all good men's hitte — 
Hia eartlJy, his eternal fate — 
And hera, — oh, hers ! he dared not throw 
One look upon that death-like brow t 
£lse had his rising heart betraj'd 
Remorse for all the wreck it made. 



And Azo spake: — "But yesterdaj 

I gloried in a wife and son ; 
That dream this morning pass'd away; 

Ere day declines, I shall have none. 
My life must linger on alone ; 
"Well, — let that pass, — tiiere breathes not one 
Who would not do as I Itave done : 
Tboae lies are broken — not by ine; 

Let that too pass ; — the doom's prepared ! 
Hugo, the priest awails on thee. 

And then — thy crime's reward ! 
Away! address thy prayers to Heaven; 

Before its evening stars are met 
Learn if thou there canst be forgiven; 

Its mercy may absolve thee yet. 
But here, upon tlie earth beneath. 

There is no spot where tliou and I 
Together for an hour could breathe : 

Farewell ! 1 will not see thee die — 
But tliou, frail thing I siialt view his head— 

Anay I I cainiot speak the rest : 

Go I woman of the wanton breast ; 
Not I, but thou his blood dost abed : 
Go I if that sight thou canst outlive. 
And joy thee in the life I give." 



And here stern Azo hid bis face^ 

For on Iiis brow the swelling vein 

Throbb'd a? if buck upon bis brain 

Tbe hot blood ebb'd and floVd again ; 
And therefore bow'd he for a spaoe. 

And pass'd bis shaking hand along 

His eye, to veil it from the throng ; 
While Hugo raised his chained hands. 
And for a brief delay demands 
His father's ear: the silent sire 
Forbids not what bis words require. 

" It is not that I dread the death — 
For thou hast seen me bj tby side 
All redly througU the buttle ride, 
And that — not once a useless brand — 
Tliy slaves have wrested from my hand 
Hath siied more blood in cause of thine. 
Than e'er can stain the axe of mine: 

Tiiou gav'st, and may'st resume my breath, 
A gift for nliicb I thank thee not; 
Nor are my mother's wrongs forgot. 
Her slighted love and ruiii'J name. 
Her offspring's heritage of slmme ; 
But she is in the grave, where he, 
Her son, thy rival, soon shall be. 
Her broken heart — my sever'd liead — 
Shall witness for thee from the dead 
How trusty and how tender were 
Thy youthful love — paternal care. 
'TIS true that I have done thee wrong — 

But wrong for wrong : — this, — deem'd thy brid<^ 

The other victim of thy pride, — ■ 
Thou know'st for me was destined long; 
Thou sftw'st, and coveted'st her charms; 

And with thy very crime — my birth, — 

Thou taunted'st me, as little worth; 
A match ignoble for her arms. 
Because, forsooth, I could not claim 



The lawful heirship of thy name, 
Nor sit oil Este's lineal throne ; 

Yet, were a few short summers mine. 
My name should more than Elite's shine 
With honours all inj own. 
I had a sword — and have a breast 
Tiiat should have won as haught' a crest 
As ever waved along tlie line 
Of all these sovereign sires of thine. 
Not always knightly spurs are worn 
The brightest by tlie better born j 
And mine have lanced my courser's Qank 
Before proud eliiefa of princely rank, 
"When charging to the cheering cry 
Of *Estc and of Victory 1' 
I will not plead tlie cause of crime, 
Nor sue thee to redeem from time 
A few brief hours or days that must 
At length roll o'er mj reckless dust; — 
Such maddening moments as my pssl^ 
They could not, and they did not, last. 
Albeit my birth and name be base. 
And thy nobility of race 
Disdain'd to deck a thing like me — 
Yet in my lineaments they trace 
Some features of my father's face. 
And in my spirit — all of thee. 
From thee this tamelessness of heart — 
From thee — nay, wherefore do.^t thou start?— 
From thee in all their vigour came 
My arm of strength, my soul of flame ; 
Then didst not give me life alone. 
But all that made me more thine own. 
See what thy guilty love hath done ! 
Sepaid thee with too like a son I 
I am no bastard in my soul. 
For that, like thine, abhorr'd control ; 
And for my breath, that hasty boon 

* UkU(hl — hanglit;. — "Knj, hauijSr nms, i1il>u art ini'ulliiig 



TiXtBVUK. 

Thon gav'st and wilt resume so soon, 
I valued it DO more than thou. 
When rose thj casque above tliy brow. 
And we, all side by side, have striven, 
And o'er the dead our coursers driven : 
The past is nothing — and at last 
The future can but be the past; 
Yet would I tliat I then had died : 

For though thou work'dst my mother's ill. 
And made thy own my destined bride, 

I feel thou art my father atiU : 
And harsh as sounds thy hard decree, 
'Tis not unjust, althougli from Ihee. 
Begot iu sin, to die in shame. 
My life begun and ends the same : 
As err'd the sire, so err'd the son. 
And thou must puuish both in one. 
My crime seems worst to human view, 
But God must judge between us too ! " 



He ceased — and stood with folded arms. 
On which the circling fetters sounded ; 
And not an ear but felt as wounded. 
Of all the chiefs that there were rank'd. 
When those dull chains in meeting clank'd : 

Till Parisina's fatal charms * 

' ["I wnt Inr 'Mannion,' becanH it occitrre<l to me, tfaero might he a memblaiiM 
betwcco piin nf 'Pimiinii' imd a amilai BceneiDthiiBecuDdaiintoof ' Harniioa,' I ttti 
then it, thoufh I ntyei tbonght of it befure, uid caold hsrdly wiBh to imitate tbkt 
which ia inimitable. I had wmpleled the Btor; oa Ibe passage from Gibbon, which 
indeed Isads to a like laeae aataiallj, without a thoDght o! the kind ; but it coma* 
opon me Eol Terj conJottaUj." —Lord B. to Mr. M., Feb. S, 1816.— The icene in 
*' Harmioa" ia the one where Conitance de Bererlej appean before the 
"Hot look onspoied, and alaidj eja. 




imd than lbs itood K 
Hut, bst her brealhiDg did not tttl. 
And mctioii alight of eye and head. 
And of her bonm, wuntnted. 
That neither sense nor pnlee ahe tacki. 
Ton miut have thooght * farm of wax, 
Wrought to the verj life, wm there — 
S» atiU ihe wai, io pale, M fiur."] 



Again attracted everjf eye — 
Would she tliUR hear him dooin'd to die! 
She stood, I said, all pule and sltU, 
The living cause of Hugo's ill : 
Her eyes unmoved, but full and vide. 
Not once had tuni'd to either side — 
Nor once did those sweet eyelids close. 
Or shade the glance o'er which they rose. 
But round their orbs of deepest blue 
The circling white dilated grew — 
And there with glassy gaze she stood 
As ice were in her curdled blood; 
But every now and then a tear 
So large and slowly gather'd slid 
From t!ic long dark fringe of tliat fait lid. 
It was a thing to see, not hear ! 
And those who saw, it did surprise. 
Such drops could fall from human eyes. 
To speak she thought — the imperfect note 
Was choked within ber swelling throat. 
Yet seem'd in that low hollow groan 
Her whole heart gushing in the tone. 
It ceased — again she thought to speak. 
Then burst her voice in one long shriek. 
And (o the earth she fell like stone 
Or statue from its base o'erthrown. 
More like a thing that ne'er had life,— 
A monument of Azo's wife, — 
Than her, that living guilty thing, 
Whose every passion was a sting. 
Which urged to guilt, but could not beir 
That guilt's detection and despair. 
Bui yet she lived — and all Uto soon 
Eecover'd from that death-like swoon — 
But scarce to reason — every sense 
Had been o'erstrung by pangs intense j 
And each frail fibre of her brain 
(As bowstrings, when relnxM by rnin. 
The erring arrow laanch aside) 
Sent forth her thoughts all wihl and wide— 



The [mst a blank, the future black. 

With glimpses of a dreary track. 

Like lightning oa the desert path. 

When midnight storms are mustering wrath. 

She fear'd — she felt that something ill 

Lay on her sou!, so deep and cliill; 

That there was sin and shame she knew. 

That some one was to die— but who ? 

She liad forgotten : — did she breathe? 

Could this be still the earth beneath, 

The sky above, and men around; 

Or were they fiends who now so frown'd 

On one, before whose eyes each eye 

Till then had smiled in sympathy ? 

All was confused and undefined 

To her all-jarr'd and wandering mind ; 

A chaos of wild hopes and fears : 

And now in laughter, now in tears, 

But madly still in each extreme. 

She strove with tjiat convulsive dream ; 

For so it seem'd on her to break : 

Oh I vainlr must she strive to wake I 



The Convent bells are ringing, 

13ut mournfully and slow ; 
In the grey square turret swinging, 

With a deep sound, to and fro. 

Heavily to the heart (liey go I 
Hark I the hymn is singing — 

The song for the dead below. 

Or the living who shortly shall be so I 
For a departed being's soul 
The death-hymn peals and the hollow bells knoll : 
He is near his mortal goal ; 
Kneeling at t!ie Friar's knee. 
Sad to hear, and piteous to see — 
Kneeling on the bare cold ground. 
With the block before and l!ie guards around ; 



And the headatnau witii his bare arm readj, 

That the blow may be both swift and steady, 

i'eels if the axe be sharp and true 

Since he set its edge anew : 

"While the crowd in a speechless circle gather 

To see the Son fall by the doom of the Fathec! 



It is a lovely hour as yet 
Before the summer sun shall set, 
Which rose upon that heavy day, 
And mock'd it with his steadiest ray; 
And his evening beams are shed 
Full on Hugo's fated head. 
As hb last confession pouring 
To the mont, bis doom deploring 
In penitential holiness, 
He bends to hear bis accents bless 
With absolution such as may 
Wipe our mortal stains away. 
That high sun on bis head did glisten 
As be there did how and listen. 
And the rings of chestnut hair 
Curl'd half down his neck so bare ; 
But brighter still the beam was thro¥m 
Upon the axe which near him shone 

With a clear and ghastly glitter 

Oh 1 that parting hour was bitter 1 
Even the stern stood chill'd with awe ; 
Dark the crime, and just the law — 
Yet they slmdder'd as they saw. 



The porting prayers are said and over 

Of that false sou, and daring lover 1 

His beads and sins are all recounted. 

His hours to their last minute mounted ; 

His maTitling cloak before was siripp'd. 

His bright brown locks must now be clipp'dj 



Tis done. — bQ elosdy are they sliora ; 

The vest which till this moment worn — 

The scarf which Pariaina gave — 

Must not adorn him to the grnve. 

Even that must now be thrown aside. 

And o'er his ejea the kerchief tied ; 

Bat no — that last indignity 

Sliall ne'er approach liis haughty eye. 

All feelings seemingly subdued. 

In deep disdain were half renew'd, 

"Wlien headsman's handa prepared to bind 

Those eyes which would not brook such blind. 

As if they dared not look on death. 

"No — yours my forfeit blood and breath; 

These hands are chain'd, hut let me die 

At least with an unshackled eye — 

Strike;" — and as the word he said, 

Upon the block he bow'd his head ; 

These the last accents Hugo spoke: 

" Strike" — and flashing fell tbe stroke — 

RoU'd the head — and, gushing, sunk 

Back the staiu'd and heaving trunk, 

In the dust, which each deep vein 

Slaked with its ensanguined rain; 

His eyes and lips a moment quiver. 

Convulsed and quick — then fix for ever. 

He died, as erring man sJiould die. 
Without display, without parade ; 
Meekly had he bow'd and pray'd, 
As not disdaining priestly aid. 
Nor desperate of all hope on high. 
And while before the Prior kneeling, 
Hia heart was wean'd from earthly feeling; 
His wratliful sire, his paramour — 
What were they in such an hour? 
No more reproach, no more despair. 
No thought but heaveu, no word but prayer — 
Save the few which froru him broke. 
When, bared to meet the headsman's stroke, 



He claim'd to die with eyes unbound. 
His sole adieu to those orouud.* 



Still as the lips that closed in death. 

Each gazer's bosom held his breath : 

But j'et, afar, from man to man, 

A cold electric shiver ran. 

As down the deadly blow descended 

Oil him whose life and love thus ended; 

And, with a hushing sound compresa'd, 

A sigh slirunk back oq every breast ; 

But no more thrilling noise rose there, 
Beyond the blow that to the block 
Pierced tlirougU with forced and sullen shock) 

Save one : — what cleaves the silent air 

So madly shrill, so passing wild? 

That, as a mother's o'er her child, 

Done to death by sudden blow. 

To the sky these accents go. 

Like a soul's in endless woe. 

Through Azo's palace-lattice driren, 

That horrid voice ascends to heaven, 

And every eye is turn'd thereon; 

But sound and sight alike ore gone ! 

It was a woman's shriek — and ne'er 

In madlier accents rose despair; 

And those who heard it, as it past. 

In mercy wish'd it were the last. 



Hugo is fallen ; and, from that hour, 
No more in palace, hall, or bower. 
Was Parisina heard or seen : 
Her name — as if she ne'er had been — 



* [The gnud put dT Uiii poem 
Inn ; uid in vhkh, tbiiugh there i 
tnrj thing, on the sontmy, u ou 
diiKUiea, thera u ft npiiit of patii 
niuv pu&Udi. — JirvBiT.] 



■ ihnt vhich dfscribea Uie (tontion of tb* li* 
no pomp, either ot liuigua(e or rf MStiBitDl, w 
Jeived ud eiprenHd aiUl (Uldied HIBplUlj u 
•ad puetr; to which tt would Mt b« fnaj to b 



Was banish'd from each tip and car, 

Like words of wantonness or fear; 

And from Prince Azo's voice, by none 

Was mention heard of wife or son ; 

No tomb, no memory bad tbej ; 

Theirs was unconsecrated clay — 

At least the knight's who died that day. 

But Farisina's fate lies liid 

Like dust beneath the coffin lid : 

Whether in convent she abode. 

And won to heaven her dreary road. 

By blighted and remorseful years 

Of scourge, and fnat, and sleepless tears ; 

Or if she fell by bowl or st^-el, 

For tliat dark love she dared to feel ; 

Or if, upon the mouient smote, 

She died by tortures less remote. 

Like him she saw upon the block, 

With Iieart that shared the headsmnti's shock. 

In quicken'd brokenness that came, 

Li pity o'er her shatter'd frame. 

None knew^and none can ever know .- 

But whatsoe'er its end below. 

Her life began and closed in woe J 



And Azo found another bride, 

And goodly sons grew by his side ; 

But none so lovely and so brave 

As him who wither'd in the grave ; 

Or if they were— on his cold eye 

Tlieir growth but glanced unheeded by. 

Or noticed with a smother'd sigh. 

But never tear his cheek desceuded. 

And never smile his brow unbended ; 

And o'er that fair broad brow were wrought 

Tlie intersected lines of thought ; 

Those furrows which the burning sliarc 

Of Sorrow ploughs untimely there; 



Scars of the Ittcerating mind 

Wluch the Soul's war doth leave beUmd. 

He was past all mirth or woe : 

Nothiug more remain'd below 

But sleepless nights and heavjf days, 

A mind all dead to scorn or praise, 

A heart which ahunn'd itdelf — and yet 

That would not yield, nor could forget, 

Which, when it least appear'd lo melt. 

Intensely thought, intensely felt: 

The deepest ice which ever froze 

Can only o'er the surface close ; 

The living stream lies quick below. 

And flows, and cannot cenae to flow. 

Still was liis aeal'd-up bosom haunted 

By thoughts wliicji Nature hath imphiuted j 

Too deeply rooted thence to vanish, 

Howe'er our stifled tears we banish ; 

When stru^Iing as they rise to start, 

We check those waters of the heart. 

They are not dried — those tears unsheii 

But flow back to the fountaia head. 

And resting in their spring more pure, 

For ever in its depth endure. 

Unseen, unwept, but uncongeal'd. 

And cherish'd most where least raveal'd. 

With inward starts of feeling left. 

To throb o'er those of life bereft. 

Without the power to fill again 

The desert gap which made his pain ; 

Without the hope to meet them where 

United souls shall gladness share; 

With all the consciousness that lie 

Had only pass'd a just decree; 

That they had wrought their doom of ill j 

Yet Azo's age was wreldied siill. 

The tainted branches of the tree, 

If lopp'd with care, a strength may give. 
By which the rest shall bloom and live 
All greenly fresh and wildly free : 
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But if the lightnings in its wrath^ 
The waving boughs with fury scathe. 
The massy trunk the ruin feels. 
And never more a leaf reveals/ 



* [In Farisina there is no tumult or stir. It is all sadness, and pity, and terror. 
There is too much of horror, perhaps, in the circnmstanoes ; but tiie writing is 
beaatifiil throughoot, and the whole wrapped in a rich and redundant veil of poetry, 
where erery thing braithes the pure esaenoe of genius and sensibility. — Jbvvbbt. 



THE PRISONER OF CHILLON. 



SONNET ON CHILLON. 



EranNAL Spirit of the chainless Mind !• 
Brightest IE dungeons, Liberty ! thou art, 
For there thy habitation is the heart — - 

The heart wliich love of thee alone can bind ; 

And when thy sons to fetters are consign'd — 
To fetters, and the damp vault's dayless glooco. 
Their country conquers with their martyrdom. 

And Treedom's fame finds wings on every wind. 

Chillon ! thy prison is a holy place. 

And thy sad floor an altar — for 'twas trod. 

Until his very steps have left a trace 

Worn, as if thy cold pavement were a sod, 

By Bonnivard I May none those marks efface ! 
For they appeal from tyranny to God. 



* [h be fint drangbl, tbe Knmet opeai thmi — 

" fielored Ooddeia of the <'Ti »iil''t« mind I 
Brighteat ld dongeoDB, Liherty I thon ut, 
Thy poJsee is within the Fretiuan's btsrt, 

Whno Kool tbe lore of th«c ftloim caa bind ; 

And Then tby sons to fitlcn ore aunogo'd — 
To fetten, utd the daiop nalt'a daylea gloom, 

Tby JDj IB witb tbem >till, ami nuconfioed, 
Tbcir Doonti? conqaen with their muijrdom.] 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



When this poem was composed, I whs not sufficiently &ware of 
the history of Boniiivnrd, or I should have endeavoured to dignify 
the subject: by an attempt to celebrate liis courage and liis virtues. 
AVitb some account of his life I have been furnished, by the kiiid- 
ntss of a citizen of that republic, which is still proud of the memory 
of a man worthy of the best age of ancient freedom ; — 

" Franfois de Bonnivard, fils de Louis de Bonnivard, oiiginaire de 
Reyssel et Seigneur de Lunes, naquit en 1496. 11 fit sea etudes k 
Turin: en 1510 Jean Aini6 dc Bonnivard, son oncle, lui r^gna lo 
I'rieuriS de St. Yictor, qui aboiitissait aux murs de Geneve, et qui 
forrntiit un bfu^Qce considerable. 

"Ce grand homme— {Bonnivard m^rita ce titre par la force dc 
son flme, la droiture de son c<Bur, la noblesse de ses intentions, la 
sagesse de ses conseiU, le courage de ses demarches, I'Aendue de ses 
connaissances, et la vivacity dc son esprit), — ce grand homme, qui 
exciters I'admiration de tous ceus qu'une sertu h^roique pent encore 
emouvoir, inspirera encore la plus vive reconnaissance dans les cteuis 
des G^n^vois qui aiment Geneve. Bonnivard en fut tonjours un des 
plus fermcs appuis ; pour assurer la liberty dc notre Republiquc, il 
ne craignit pas de perdre souvent la sienne; il oublia son repos; il 
m^prisa ses richcsses ; il ne n6gligea Hen pour aOermir le bonheur 
d'unc patrie qu'il lionora de son clioix ; dw ce moment il la chtfrii 
commc Ic plus z^^ de ses citoyeus ; il la servit avec I'intrepiditti 
d'uii h^ros, et il &rivit son Histoire avcc la n^vet^ d'un philosopliu 
et la chalcur d'un patriote. 

" II dit dans le commencement de son Histoire de Genfive, que, 
d^s qn'il eui commence de lire I'hhtoire dea nalioiu, il »e tentit 
entrains par ton goul pour U» H^pttiliquet, d&nt il epouta toujoure le4 
inUreU: c'est ce goflt pour la liberty qui lui fit sana doutc adopter 
Gcnfevc pour sa patrie. 

vurd, encore jeune, a'annonca baulcment comme le d^rcn- | 
aeur de Geneve contrc le Due de Savuye et I'Ev^ue. 
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"En 1519, Bonnivard devient le martyr dc sa patrie: Le Due de 
Savove ^taiit eiitre dans Geneve avec cinq cent hommes, Bonnivard 
craint le ressentitnent du Due ; il voulut se retirer it Fribourg pour 
eo eviter les suites ; mais il fut tralii par deux liommea qui I'accom- 
pagnaient, et conduit par ordre du Prince £k Grclee, oii il resta 
prisomiier pendant deui ana. Bonnivard etait mallieureux daiiB 
ses voyages: conime aes malheurs ii'avaient point ralenti sou zele 

rur Geneve, il ^tait toujoura un ennemi redoutable pour ceux qui 
mena^aient, et par cons^uent il devait cLre expose h Icurs coups. 
11 fut reucontre en 1530 surle Jura par dea voleurs, qui le d^pouiUe- 
rent, et qui le mirent encore etitre ies mains du Due de Savoye : ce 
Prince le fit enfermer dans le Clifiteau de Chillon, oik il resla sans 
Stre interroee jusques en 1536 ; il fut alors delivre par Ies Beniois, 
qui s'etnparerent an Pays de Vaud. 

" Bonnivard, en sortant de sa captivity?, eut le plaisir de trouver 
Geneve libre et r^formfie : la R^publique a'cmpressa de lui t^moigner 
sa reconnaissance, et de le d^dommager aes maux qu'il avoit 
soulTurts J elle le rejut Bourgeois de la ville an mois de Juin, 1536 ; 
elle lui donna la maison babitee autrefois par le Vicaire- General, et 
elle lui assigiia une pension dc deux cent &U3 d'or taut qu'il 
s^j'ouriierait a Geneve. D fut admis dans le Con^ieil de Deux-Cent 
en 153:. 

" Bonnivard n'a pas Gni d'fitre utile : aprea avoir travaill^ k reudre 
Geneve libre, il reussit ^ la rendre tol^raut«. Bonnivard etigagea 
le Couseil k accorder aui ecci^siastiques et aux paysans un tems 
suffisaut pour examiner ies propositions qn'on leur faisait; il reussit 
par sa douceur : on precbe toujours le Chrislianisme avec succ^ 
quand on le pr£che avec cbarite. 

"Bonnivard fut savant: ses mannscrits, qui sont dans la biblio- 
theque publique, prouvent qu'il avait bien lu Ies auteurs dasaiques 
Latius, et qu'il avait approfondi la th^ologie et I'liistoire, Cc grand 
bomrae aimait lea sciences, et il croyait qu'elles pouvaient fuire la 

■ gloire de Geneve; aussi il ne negligea rien pour Ies fixer dans cett« 
ville naissantc; en 1551 il donna sa biblioth^ue au public; elle 
fiit le coiDmencement de notre bibliotheque publique; et ces livres 
eont en partie Ies rares et belles Editions du quinzieme si^cle qu'on 
voit dans notre collection. Eniln, penilant la m6ine annee, ce bon 
patriote institua la B^publique son heriliere, k condition quelle 
employerait ses biens a entietenii le college dont on projettait In 
^^ fondation. 

^K "II parait que Bonnivard mourut en 1570; mais on ne peut 

^H I'assurer, parcequ'il y a une lacune dans le Necrology depuis le mois 
^H de Juiliflt, 1570, jusques en lf>71." 




INTRODUCTION TO THE PRISONER OF CHILLON. 



[lOKii Brmoa nid of tha Castle of Chillon that all deiciiptioD mtut bU tbort if 
the impreraion it nuule. Wltile thii impreanon inia freah in bis mind bs vu ^trawd 
fol two days hy etrcn of voather (Juno ISlli) at a mutli inn in the Tillage of Ond^, 
Dear LaiuanQe, and there he mmposud the pathetic poe4ii, wliich, to the langnagt of 
Moore, " haa aJd«d another deathlcBB ouoaiatjon Is the picriauslj imniactaliiwil 
loculitios of the Lake." The piece wtj vrittsn eontemponneoug]; irilh the tUid 
canto of " Childe Haiold," and eihibiU, like the latter, Uiat modifieatioD in Lord 
Bttod's mood which waa produoed h; the ruptnni of his domestio ticB. The [Hlgnm of 
the fiiat two cantos of "Childe Huold " is cnned with the loatliiDg of latiMf . B* 
guea abont him with cimlempt, and a«ldi>tn lomea himself eii«|>t to Tent hii spina 
apoD the weakness ot wlckednen of his feliow-moa. The singla thiug which (UU ha* 
poicor to engage hia ajippalhy and aoothe bis apiiit, ia the iocorrui'tiUe gloi^of eanb, 
aoa, and sky. In the third canto he ia nu lunger dn»[Hng iTom la^tude. Bia hekrt 
ii torn now by an aetire sorrow, which quickens bis Terse with deeper emotions and 
heslthlei homanity. He continoes to inTeigb againat lua ipwica. but in sadni^ aa 
well as acorn, and hia repioa<:hes of others art tempered by the iDdication of penltsnt 
aelf-regntii. He ia more than ever aniioua to forget himaelf and the world in tha 
beauties of nature, aud eliowa a livelier tente of their Bonl-sabdoing {nwer. Th* 
geuenius spark which seemed before an the Tcrgc of exliuiilioa ta aguu nniTing. Hia 
cyniiiiani is neither ao sullen nor so bitl«r, and he leaves us with a hope that ha will 
learn to pluck a flower out of the nettle which has atung him. The " PriHOcr tt 
ChlUon " is even a stronger proof of the chastened temper which pn aasa seJ tin poet at 
the time. He has kept to that circle in which bs alwajn walked with a msgLdaa'a 
power, and portrays the anguish of an agonised spirit. Sat it is not here the bitltr- 
Bess of remorae, nor tha DoDflida of p»aaion. It is the grief of holy iuitinets and 
afftotioDa, — a grief aa tender as It ia Inlenie. The givat defect ia to hsTs made the 
brutben martyra fur their religious faith, and to hare nowhere aaaignol thm tha 
eonaolations of religion. The belief which lod them to prefer a priaon to afaMaer 
would baTe aoeompauied them to their dungeon, and lent triumphant digiuty to daitb^ 
which appear to grow in tbe poem out of tlia pininga of doapair. The oopjli^l «M 
p«l«hased for SOO gniniias. 



THE PRISONER OP CHILLON. 



Mt hair is grey, but not with years, 
Kor grew it white 

In a single nigHl,' 
As men's have grown from sudden fears : 
My limbs are bow'd, though not with toil. 

But rusted with a vile repose,' 
For they liave been a dungeon's sjioil. 

And mine has been the fate of those 
To whom the goodly earth and air 
Are bann'd, and barr'd — forbiddeo fare ; 
But this was for luj father's faith 
I suffer'd chains and courted death; 
That father perish'd at the stake 
For tenets he would not forsake ; 
And for the same his lineal race 
In darkness found a dweUing place; 
We were seven — who now are one. 

Six in youth, and one m age, 

■ Lndorico Sfom, and Dt1ii?n. — The ume is BssorUd ol Wnne Andnnette's, the 
•ifo of Lauia the Siitwcth, tliaugh not in quite lo abort > period. Grief i( aid lo 
huTe the mmo eSeot; to such, and not to fear, thia chui|!e in Am Haste beftttribuled, 
[The transfarmatiDii was effected in the brief tranait from Tanmues to Paris. Our 
otns Charles I. was suathei inalssoe of the phenomenon, )us faur tiuiiuig grej during 
hia aoDfinemcnt at Qkriebrooke.] 

> I"Bat with the in<nrd waste of gTicl."~MS.] 



THE FKlStiNE& OP CEILLON. 

Finiali'd as they had began. 

Proud of Persecution's rage;' 
One ill iire, and two in fiehi. 
Their belief with blood have aeal'd, 
Dying as their father died, 
For the God their foes denied; 
Three were in a dungeon cast. 
Of whom this wreck is left the lost. 



There are seven pillars of Gothic mould, 
In Cliillon's dungeons deep and old. 
There are seven columns, massy and grey. 
Dim with a dull imprisou'd ray, 
A sunbeam which hath lost its way, 
And through the crevice and the cleft 
Of the thick wall is fallen and left ; 
Creeping o'er the lloor so damp. 
Like a marsh's meteor lamp : 
And in each pillar there is a ring, 

And in each ring there is a chain; 
That iron is a cankering thing. 

For in these iimba its teetii rcmnin, 
With marks that will not wear away, 
Till I have done with this new day. 
Which now is painful to these eyes, 
"Which have not seen the sun so rise 
For years — I cannot count them o'er, 
I lost their long and heavy score. 
When my last brother droop'd and died. 
And I lay living by bis side. 



Iliey chain'd us each to a column stone, 
And we were tliree — ^jet, each alone : 
We could not move a single paoe, 
We could not see each other's face. 
But with that pale and livid bgbr 
That made as strangers in our sight t 

' ["SniTisg ruoinu — cksln* -auJ rage."— US.) 



THE PRISONBR OF CHILLOV. 

And ihuB together — yet apart, 
Fetter*!! in band, tut join'd in heart, 
*Twa3 stiil some solace in tlie deaOh 
Of the pure elements of earth, 
To hearken to each otiier's speech, 
And each turn comforter to each 
With some new hope, or legend old, 
Or song heroically bold ; 
But even these at lenglli grew cold. 
Our voices took a dreary tone. 
An echo of the dungeon stone, 

A grating sound, not full and free. 
As tliey of yore were wont to be : 
It might be fancy, but to me 
They never sounded like our own. 



I vras the eldest of the tliree, 

And lo uphold and cheer the rest 
I ouiiht to do — and did my best— 
Aiid each did well in liis degree. 

The youngest, wliom my father loved. 
Because our mother'a brow was given 
To him, with eyes as blue as heaven — 
For him my soul was sorely moved 
And truly might it be distress'd 
To see such bird in such a nest ; 
For lie was beautiful as day — 
(When day was beautiful to me 
As to young eagles, being free) — 
A polar day, which will not see 
A sunset till its summer's gone. 

Its sleepless summer of long light. 
The snow-clad offspring of the sun : 

And thus he was as pure and bright. 
And in his natural spirit any, 
With tears for nought but others' ilia. 
And then they flow'd like mountain rills. 
Unless he could assuage the woe 
Which he abhorr'd to view below. 



THE PRISONEE OP CHILLOS. 



The other was as pure of mind, 
But form'd to combat with his kind; 
Strong ill his frame, aud of a mood 
Which 'gainst the world in war had stood^ 
And perish'd in the foremost rouk 

With joy : — but not in ciiaina to pine: 
His spirit wither'd with their clank, 

I saw it silently decline — 

And so perchance in sooth did mine: 
But yet I forced it on to cheer 
Those relics of a home so dear. 
He was a hunter of the hills. 

Had foliow'd there the deer aud wolf j 

To him this dungeon was a gulf, 
Ajid fetter'd feet the worst of ills. 



Lake Leman lies by Chillon's walls; 
A thousand feet in depth below 
Its massy waters meet and flow ; 
Thus much the fathom-line was sent 
From Chillon's snow-white battlement,' 

Which round about the wave iothralls: 
A double dungeon wall and wave 
Have made — and like a living grave. 
Below the surface of the lake 
The dark vault lies wherein we lay. 
We heard it ripple night and day 

* Tha Cbkt«sD de ChiUon ii ntruted betBeeo CUicdb ud VUlenmiTa, wU«h k« h ] 
kl ODB extremitj of the Lake of Oenera. On iU left are the entiuEW at tba Bkoa^ ' 
ukd oppoaite are tbe heigfaU of HcdUcne nod the na^ of Alpa aWn Bovcnl mJ BI. 
OiogD. Nar it, on a hUl behiiHl, a a tommt : below it. wwhing iU wall^ the lalu 
hoi been lnt)iDiD«) to the depth of BOO feet French mcuure ; within it an a Tai^ of 
dungtoni, in which the earlj refonneri, and suhaequently priioturra of ftate, were 
oonfined. Acnsa one of the taulta in a beam hUrk with ago, on which wo were 
informed that the ooDdemncd were fonncrlj omutcd. In the nil* Kn Mm |aUan^ 
or, mther, eight, one being half morgi'd in the wnll ; id »inB at th«M an rfngi fcc lb* 
fotlciB and the fetUireil : in the paTcment tho atepa of Bonoiinrd hare If ft thalT InoM. 
Be wiu Hmfincd hen HToral jaat. It ii hj this mtlo that RooweaD hal filed Uw 
ntaitrophe of hia HttolBe, in the reteoe of oae nf her ehildnii bj Julie (rem the 
waUr ; the ahoek of which, and the illniM produwd hj (he inmcndon, ii tba eaan ol 
her dealh. The chlleu ii targe, and icen along the Like for a great diataaoai Ti* 
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Sounding o'er our heads it knock'd ; 
And I have felt the winl*r's spray 
Wash through the bars wheu winds were 
And wautou in the happy fiky ; 

And then the very rock hath rock'd, 
And I have felt it ahakej unsliock'd. 
Because I could have smiled to see 
llie death that would have set me free. 



high 



I said my nearer brother pined, 
I said his mighty heart dechned. 
He loathed and put away his food ; 
It was not that 'twas coarse and nid^ 
For we were used to hunter's fare. 
And for the like had little care : 
llie milk drawn from the mountain goat 
Was changed for water i'lom the moat. 
Our bread was such aa captives' tears 
Have moisten'd many a thousand yean^ 
Since man first pent liis fellow men 
Like brutes within an iron den ; 
liut what were these to us or him? 
These wasted not bis lieart or limb ; 
My brother's soul was of that mould 
Which in a palace had grown cold, 
Had his &ee breathing been denied 
The range of the steep mountain's side ; 
But why delay the truth ? — !ie died.' 
I saw, and could not liold his head, 
Nor reach his dying hand— nor dead, — 
Though hard I strove, but strove in vain. 
To rend and gnash ' my bonds in twain. 
He died, and they unlock'd his cliain. 
And scoop'd for him a shallow grave 
Even from the cold earth of our cave. 
I begg'd them, as a boon, to lay 
His corse in dust whereon the day 
' t" Dot whj withhold tU. blow ?— I,a died."— U8.] 
• [" To break or bit*."— MS.] 
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Might shine — it was a foolish thought. 
But then within my brain it wrought. 
That even in death his freeborn breast 
In such a dungeon could not rest. 
I might have spared my idle prajer — 
They coldly laugh'd, and laid him then t 
The flat and turfless earth above 
The being we so much did love; 
His empty chain above it leant, 
Such murder's fitting monument I 



But he, the favourite and the flower, 
Most cherisii'd since his natal hour. 
His mother's image in fair face. 
The infant love of all his race, 

artyr'd father's dearest thought, 
Mj latest aire, for wiiom I sought 
To hoard my life, that his miirht be 
Less wretched now, and one day free; 
He, too, who yet had held untired 
A spirit natural or inspired — 
He, too, was struct, and day by day 
Was wither'd on the stalk away. 
Ob, God I it is a fearful thing 
I'o see the human soul take wing 
In any shape, in any mood: 
I've seen it rushing forth in blood, 
I've seen it on the breaking ocean 
Strive with a swoln convulsive motion, 
I've seen the sick and ghastly bed 
Of Sin delirious with its dre^d : 
But these were horrors — this was woo 
Unmix'd with such — but sure aud elowi 
He faded, and so calm and meek. 
So softly worn, so sweetly weak. 
So tearless, yet so tender, kind. 
And grieved for those he left behind ; 
With all the while a cheelc whose bloom 
Was as a mockery of the tomb. 



THB PRISONER OP CHILLOIf. 

'Whose tints as gently sunk away 

As a departing rainbow'B raj ; 

An eye of most transparent light. 

That almost made the dungeon brighls 

And not a word of murmur, not 

A groan o'er his untimely lot, — 

A little tnlk of belter days, 

A little hope my own to raise. 

For I was sunk in silence — lost 

In this last loss, of all the most; 

And then the sighs he would suppress 

Of fainting nature's feebleness. 

More slowly drawn, grew less and less : 

I listen' d, but I could not hear ; 

I call'd, for I was wild with fear ; 

I knew 'twaa hopeless, but my dread 

Would not be thus admonished; 

I call'd, and thought I heard a sound — 

I burst my chain with one strong bound. 

And msh'd to him : — 1 found him not, 

/ only stirr'd in this black spot, 

/only lived, /only drew 

The accursed breath of dungeon-dew ; 

'llie last, the sole, the dearest link 

Between me and the eternal brink, 

Which bound me to my failing race. 

Was broken in this fatal place.' 

One on the earth, and one beneath — 

My brothers — botii had ceased to breaths ! 

I took that hand wliicli lay so still, 

Alas ! my own was full as chill ; 

I had not strength to stir, or strive. 

But felt that I was still alive — 

A frantic feeling, when we know 

That what we love shall ne'er be so, 

I know not why 

I could not die, 
I had no earthly hope but faith, 
And that forbade a selfish death. 



TBB FEISOKBR OP CBIU/)S. 



What next befell me then and lliere 

I know not well— I never knew — 
First came the loss of light, and air. 

And then of darkness too : 
I had no thought, no feeling — none — ■ 
Among the atones I stood a stone. 
And was, scarce conscious what I wist. 
As shrubless crags within the mist ; 
Tor all was blank, and bleak, and grey ; 
It waa not night, it was not day ; 
It was not even the dungeou-liglit, 
So hateful to my heavy sight. 
But vacancy absorbing space, 
And Sxedness without a place ; 
There were no stars, no earth, no lime, 
No check, no change, no good, no criinn. 
But silence, and a stirlcss breath 
\Vhich neither was of life nor death ; 
A sen of stagnant idleness. 
Blind, boundless, mute, and motionless I 



A light broke in upon my brain. 

It was the carol of a bird ; 
It ceased, and then it came again. 

The sweetest song ear ever lienrd, 
And mine was thankful till my eyes 
Kan over with the glad surprise, 
And they that moment conld nui see 
I was the mate of miiiery ; 
But then by dull degrees came back 
My senses to their wonted track ; 
I saw the dungeon walls and floor 
Close slowly round me aa before, 
1 saw the glimmer of the sun 
Creeping as it before had done, 
But through the crevice where it came 
Tlut bird wn« iK-reh'd, as fond Mid Lnmc^ 



THE PBISOSBH OF CHILLON. 

And tamer than upon the tree ; 
A lovely bird, with azure wings, 
Aud song that said a thousand things, 

And seem'd to say them all for me ! 
I never saw its like before, 
I ne'er shall see its likeness more : 
It seem'd like me to want a mate, 
Bnt was not half so desolate. 
And it was come to love me when 
None lived to love me so again. 
And cheering from my dungeon's brink. 
Had brought me bock to feel and think. 
I know not if it late were free. 

Or broke its cage to perch on mine. 
But knowing weU taptivity. 

Sweet bird ! I could not wish for thine I 
Or if it wyre, in winged guise, 
A visitant from Paradise ; 
For — Heaven forgive that thouglit ! the while 
Which made me both to weep aud smile — 
I sometimes deem'd that it might be 
My brother's soul come down to me ; 
But then at last away it dew. 
And then 'iwaa mortal well I knew. 
For he would never thus have tiown. 
And left me twice so doubly lone, 
Iione as the corse within its shroud. 
Lone as a solitary cloud, — 

A single eloud on a sunny day. 
While all the rest of heaven is clear, 
A frown upon tiie alraospliere. 
That hnlh no business to appear 

"When skies are blue, and earth is gay. 



A kind of change came in my fate. 
My keepers grew compassionate ; 
I know not what had made them so. 
They were inun-d to sights of woe. 



THE FKISONER 01^ CMILLOK. 

But BO it was : — ^my broken chaia 
With links unfasten'd did remain. 
And it was liberty to stride 
Along my cell from side to side. 
And up and down, and then atbw&rt. 
And tread it over every imrtj 
And roand the pillars one by one, 
Returning where my walk b^un. 
Avoiding only, as 1 trod. 
My brothers' graves without a sod ; 
For if I thought with heedless tread 
My step profaned their lowly bed. 
My breath came gaspingly and thick. 
And my cnish'd heart fell bliud and sick. 



I made a footing in the wall, 

It was not therefrom to escape. 
For I had buried one and all, 

Who loved me in a human shape; 
And the whole earth would henceforth b« 
A wider prison unto me : 
Ko child, no sire, no ktii had I, 
No partner in my misery ; 
I thought of this, and 1 was glad. 
Fur thought of them had made met mad ; 
But I Was curious to ascend 
To my barr'd windows, and to bend 
Once more, upon the mountains high. 
The quiet of a loving eye. 



I saw them, and they were the same. 
They were not changed like me in frune; 
I uw their thousand years of snow 
On high — their wide long lake below,* 
And the blue Rhone in fullest flow ; 
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] iieard the torrents leiip und gush 
O'er channell'd rock and broken bush; 
I saw the wliite-wnU'd distant town. 
And whiter sails go skimming down ; 
And then there was a little isle,* 
Which iu my very face did smile. 

The only one in view ; 
A small green isle, it seem'd no more. 
Scarce broader than my dungeon floor. 
But in it there were three tall trees. 
And o'er it blew the mountain breeze. 
And by it there were waters flowing. 
And on it there were young flowers growing 

Of gentle breath and hue. 
The fish swam by the castle wall. 
And they seem'd joyous each and all ; 
The eagle rode the rising blast, 
Methought he never flew so fast 
As then to me he seem'd to fly ; 
And then new tears came in my eye, 
And I felt troubled — and would fain 
I had not left my recent chain ; 
Ajid when I did descend again, 
The darkness of my dim abode 
Pell on me as a heavy load ; 
It was as is a new-dug grave, 
Closing o'er one we sought to save, — 
And yet my glance, too much opprest, 
Had almost need of such a rest. 



It might be months, or years, or days, 

I kept no count, I took no note, 
I had no hope my eyes to raise. 

And clear them of their dreary mote ; 

' BctvMD Qie tatnneft of tha Rhone and ViUeseare, not &r from Chnton, U a 
ittj (m*tl ialuid ; the onlj one I could pcreeiTe, in mj Tojnge round and oT«r (ha 
Uks, nlhin its diconirerance. It contain! ft fev treea (I think not abora Ihrga), ud 
'"~i ila liagleaeH and diminntiTe liia ha* ■ pacnliar affect upon tha ns*. 
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At last men came to set me. free ; 

1 sslc'd not wii^, uud reck'd aot where ; 
It was at length the same to me, 
Fettcr'd or fetterless to be, 

I learn'd to love despair. 
And thus when they appear'd at last. 
And all my bonds aside were cast. 
These heavy walls to me had grown 
A hermitage — and all my own ! 
And lialf I felt as they were come 
To t«ar me from a second home : 
With spiders I had friendship made. 
And walch'd them in their sullen trade, 
Had seen the mice by moonlight play. 
And why should I feel less than they ? 
We were all inmates of one place. 
And I, the monarch of each race. 
Had power to kill — yet, strange to tell t 
In quiet we had learn'd to dwell ; ' 
My very chains and I grew friends. 
So much a long communion tends 
To make us what we are : — even I 
Kegain'd my freedom with a sigh,' 



" Nor bIcv 1 of mr niVi<Mt> one 



■ffording honuu hope no auohor to Test npoo, and daaoribLng ths >itflenr, tluragli ■ 
mta of U]«nl^ and virtnw, m aiiogelhei inert and powetleM nuder bii acoaniBlataj 
■nflaring* ; jet, u ■ pirtun, boirvvrr gloomjr the oijoiuiiig, it nuj rinl tuij vhiob . 
Lord Byrun bta drawn ; nor ii it poniblo to rend it mithoat a snktog of the bnrli I 
oonrnoDding with that which ha daaorilxa Uu rivtim (o hnTo wfiersiL — Sta Wl.Ltu I 
Sumt.J 



BEPPO: 



A VENETIAN STOKf . 



JZofoZtiui. FareweU, Monnenr Tnyeller; Look, yon liim tnd 
itnuige Boits : dittUe all the benefiti of yoor own oonntiy ; be out of lore 
with your Nativity, and almoet ohide Qui for making yon that oonntenaiiee 
yon are * or I will ecaroe think yon hare swam in a Ocndola. 

Am Few Hhe It^ Aet lY., Scene L 

AwMkUion oftht CammentatorM, 

That is, been at Venice, which was much tinted by the yoimg Rngliah 
gentlemen of tboee times, and was then what Parit is wm — the seat of all 
dissoluteness. — S. A.* 



* ["Although I WM only nino dnyi at Venloa. I saw, in that little time, mora 
liberty to ain than aver I oaard tall of In tiia dty of London In nine joaim.**— 

BOOBB ASOUAM.] 




Qait had heud, but oonld not Touch for tha truth of tin uieodoU, that the daj 
Lorf Byron rwwiTed the " Pnnpectni And Specimen of an intended National Work by 
Titliam and Kobert WhistleerafI," ha sat dona to ipin a web of the same air; taxtnra 
and Doiabed "Beppo" at & single mtting. Etcu in tho Cmt draught, tlio poem 
joniliUd of dehtj-foiu octave Etuius, which wonld be at the nte of more than a 
Una a minnli for eleien couaecutiie boara. Tliou;h Oait oiniidera the feat not 
imtmbible, *e beliers it impoaililr, and are ran&dcnt that if Lord Byron had 
per/onced it he would haie put the marvel npon lecord. What ia certain in the story 
ii thnt "Beppo"wai anggeeted by the " ProspectUB and Specimen" pat forth by 
Bookliam Frere nnder the name of WhiBtlecrnfl, ns Whistlecrnlt'g model was the 
Bcmttjue of the Italian! ; (o cnlled from Beini, the inn, dintinKniebcd culliiator of 
the style. "I have written," aaid Lord Byron at the beginning of October, which wu 
immedintely after the completion of the fourth Cnntu uf Childe Harold, "abnmanni 
poem, in the excellent manner of Mr. Whistlecisft. on a Venetian anecdote which 
amoKd me. It is called ' Bfppo,' the short name for OiaBeppe,^~thBt ia the Jotol 
Ifae Italian Joseph. Hr. WhiBllecroft hai no greater admirer than myself." Wbistle- 
eroft, howeTer, attracted Utlk- attention, and is now qnile forgotten, while '• Beppo," 
when pnbliahcd aoooymoiuly in Uay, ISIS, obtained, withont the adTantage of Lord 
Byron'B name, a signal success. The i^erccce in the poems explaioa and jusUBes ths 
differeDoe in their reception. The easy Bow of Mr. Prere's "Specimen" showed ft 
great command of idiomatic English, and was not witbant strokes of satirical wil, 
but wu inferior in both to the "Beppn"of Byron. Mr. Prere took for his subject 
the fiibuloua day! of King Arthur, and, eicept in occasional allusions, has neglected to 
animate his obsolete fiction with permanent passiooB or psAEing folliea. Lord Dyron 
has deroled a hundred itanias to the telling of a brief and tri™] anecdote, which eren 
for the purposes of common conTenation has no superfiuity of point, bnt he had the 
tact to embroider it with onmerous eketches of modem manners, which do, in reality, 
eonstitnte tie poem, and please by their UTelincsa and tmth. The contrualed 
grouping of the charaeterietics of Italy and Bnghind, the criticisms of Lania upon her 
eompeen at the Ball, the effect of the dawn upon the complexion of tlie dancers, tie 
Indtcioui mixtoie of feminine TolatJlitj, inqnisitiTeness, and loquacity in the crowd 
at iiteoDgraoni qnestiDns with which the Totuble wife greets her long lust hualnnd, are 
an tnnieripta from bmiliarlire, and are narrated in a style which combines the 
mnsie of an elaborate mein with the freedom of coUnqntal prwie. Lord Byron said 
tba pica bod "politifs and femcity," bnt the politics are confined to a few casual 
allnsions, and there is nothing whieh deserves the name of fcrority. nnleas it is the 
ridieale of Sutheby. — approprinlely dabbed li.ithetbT, — and of the blae-Bto.'kii>gs who 
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believed in him. WordBworth strangely alleged that Lord Byron was defieieni in 
feeling, and no less strangely quoted a saying in support of the opinion, to the effiMt 
that " Beppo** was his b^t piece, because there all his &ults are farougfat to a heig^ 
Gay feelings have always been permitted to poets as well as grave, lively verae as weD 
as severe, and Wordsworth might aa reasonably have maintained that Shakeapeare was 
deficient in tragic passion, and instaoced Dogberry to prove it. *' Beppo ** was valiiKl 
by Mr. Murray at 500 guineas, which fonned part of 2500 guineas demanded by the 
poet for the fourth Canto of Childe Harold. After striking the bargain he vdluntarily 
threw in the Venetian Tale, ''to help the publisher round to hia money. ** Hk 
letters show that he attached no particular importance to the poem, and he oertainly 
had not the remotest idea that he had opened a vein from which was to flow wbttk ts 
niinaUy thought the greatest effort of his genius. 



BEPPO.' 



Ti3 known, at least it shuuld be, that throughout 
All countries of the Catiiolic perauasioii, 

Some weeks before Shrove Tuesday coraea about. 
The people take their fill of recreation. 

And buj repentance, ere they grow devout, 
However high their rank, or low their station. 

With fiddling, feasting, dancing, drinking, masquing, 

Aiid other things which may be hiitl for asking. 



The moment night with dusky mantle covers 
The skies (and the more duskily the better), 

The time less liked by husbanJs than by lovers 
Begins, and prudery flings aside her fetter; 

And gaiety on restless tiptoe hovers, 

Giggling with all the gallants who beset her; 

And there are songs and quavers, roaring, humming, 

Guitars, and every other sort of strumming. 



And there are dresses splendid, but fantastical, 
Masks of all times and nations, Turks and Jews, 

And harlequins and clowns, with feats gyranastical, 
Greeks, Romans, Yankee- doodles, and Hindoos; 

All kinds of dress, except the ecclesiastical, 
All people, as their fancies hit, may choose. 

But no one in these parts may quiz the clergy, — 

Therefore take heed, ye Freethinkers ! I charge ye. 



You'd better walk about begirt with briars. 
Instead of coHt and smnllclothea, than put on 

A single stitch reflecting ujion friars, 
Although jou swore it only was in fun ; 

They'd haul jou o'er the coals, and stir the fires 
Of Phlegethon with every mother's son, 

Nor say one mass to cool the caldrou's bubble 

That boil'd your bones, unlesa jou paid them double. 



But saving this, you may put on whate'er 
You like by way of doublet, cape, or cloak. 

Such as in M on mouth-street, or in Bag Fair, 
Would rig you out in seriousness or joke; 

And even in Italy such places are, 

Witli prettier name in softer accents spoke. 

For, bating Covent Garden, 1 can hit on 

No place tliat's called "Piazza" in Great Britaio. 



This feast is named the Carnival,' which being 
Interpreted, implies "farewell to flesh:" 

So call'd, because the name and thing agreeing. 
Through Lent they live on fish both salt and &eah. 

But why they usher Lent with so much glee in. 
Is more than I can tell, although I guess 

"lis as we take a gla^^s with friends at parting. 

In the stage-coach or packet just at starting. 



And thus they bid farewell to carnal dishes, 
And solid meats, and highly spiced ragouts. 

To live for forty days ou ill-dress'd fishes, 
Because they have no sauces to their stem; 

A thing which causes mauy "poohs" and "pishes," 
And several oaths (which would not suit the Muse), 

From travellers nccustom'i) from a boy 

To eat their salmon, at the least, with soy; 



And therefore humbly I would recommend 
"The curious in fish-sauce," before tliey cross 

The sea, to bid tlieir cook, or wife, or friend, 
Wiilk or ride to the Strand, and buy iu grow 

(Or if set out beforehand, these may aend 
By any means least liable to Iws), 

Ketchup, Soy, Chili-vinegar, and Harvey, 

Or, by the Lard ! a. Lent will well nigh starve ye; 



That is to say, if your religion's Roman, 
And you at Rome would do as Romans do, 

Accordinj? lo the proverb, — although no man, 
If foreign, is obliged to fast ; and you. 

If Protestant, or sickly, or a woman, 
Would rather dine in sin on a ragout — 

Dine and be d — d ! I don't mean to be coatae^ 

Sut that's the penalty, to say no worse. 



Of all the places where the Carnival 
Was most facetious in the days of yore, 

For dance, and song, and serenade, and ball. 
And masque, and mime, and mystery, and more 

Than I have time to tell now, or at all, 
Venice the bell from every city bore, — 

And at the moment wlien I Bx my story, 

Tliat sea-born city was in oil her glory. 



Thej''ve pretty faces yet, those same Venetians, 

Black eyes, arch'd brows, and sweet expressions still ; 

Such as of old were copied from the Grecinns, 
In ancient arts by moderns mimick'd ill ; 

And like so many Venuses of I'itian's 

(The best's at Florence — see it, if ye will,) 

Th^y look when leaning over the balcony. 

Or stcpp'd from nut a picture hv Giorgioin',' 



Wboae tints are truth and beaatT at their best; 

And when joa to Manfrini's palace go,* 
That picture (howsoever fine the rest] 

Is loveliest to my mind of aU the show ; 
It mAj perhaps be also to your zest, 

And that's the cause I rhyme npon it so : 
1^ bat a portrait of his son, and wife, 
Aiid self; bat nek a woman ! lore in life 1 * 



Lore in fall life and length, not love ideal, 
No, nor ideal beauty, that fine name. 

Bat something better still, so very real. 

Hut the sweet model must hare been the same 

A thing that yoa would purchase, b(^ or stenl, 
Wer't not impossible, besides a shame : 

Hie Eace recalls some face, as 'twere with pain, 

Toa once have seen, bat ne'er will see again ; 



One of those forms which flit by as, when we 
Are young, and fix oar eyes on every face ; 

And, oh t the loveliness at times we see 
In momentaiy gliding, tlie soft grace. 

The youth, the bloom, the beauty which agree. 
In many a nameless being we retrace, 

Whoae course and home we knew not, nor shall knov. 

Like the lost Pleiad * seen no more bdow. 



1 said that like a picture by Giorgione 
Venetian women were, and so thej are, 

hrticnlariy seen from a balcony, 

(For beauty's sometimes best set off a&r) 

And there, yiA like a heroine of Goldoni, 

They peep frtim out the blind, or o'er the bar; 

And truth to say, they're mostly rery pretty. 

And rather like to show it, more's the pity I 



For glancea beget ogles, ogles siglis, 

Siglis wialies, wishes words, and words a letter, 
Whicli flies on wuiga of ligiit-iieel'd Mercuries, 

Who do Bach things because they know no better ; 
And then, Go<I knows what mischief may arise, 

When love links two young people in one fett«r. 
Vile assignations, and adultfirons beds, 
Elopements, broken vows, and hearts, and heads. 



Shakspeare described the sex in Desdemona 
As very fair, but yet suspect in fame,' 

Ajid to tiiis day from Venice to Verona 
Such matters may be probably the same, 

Except that since those times was never known a 
Husband whom mere suspicion could inflame 

To suffocate a wife no more than twenty, 

Because slie had a " cavalier servente." 



Their jealousy (if they are ever jealous) 
Is of a fair complexion altogether. 

Not like that sooty devil of Othello's, 

Whicli smothers women in a bed of feather. 

But worthier of these much more jolly fellows. 
When weary of the matrimonial tether 

His head for such a wife no mortal bothers. 

But takes at once another, or another's.* 



DiJst ever aee a Gondola ? For fear 

You should not, I'll describe it you exactly : 

'Tis a long cover'd boat that* s common here. 
Carved at the prow, built lightly, but compactly, 

Eow'd by two rowers, each call'd " Gondolier," 
]l glides along the water looking blackly. 

Just like a cotKn clapt in a canoe. 

Where none can make out what you say or do. 



And up and down the long canals t\iey go, 
And uuder the Rialto * shoot along, 

By niglit and day, all paces, swift or slow. 
And round the theatres, a eahle tliroTig, 

They wait in their dusk livery of woe, — 
But not to them do woeful things belong, 

For sometimes they contain a deiil of fun, 

Like mourning coaches when the funeral's lioaa. 



But to my story. — 'Twas some years ago, 
It may be thirty, forty, more or less. 

The Carnival was at its heiglit, and so 
Were all kinds of bull'oonery and dress; 

A certain lady went to se« thi; sliow. 

Her real name 1 know not, nor can guesi. 

And so we'll cnll her Laura, if you jileuse. 

Because it slips into my ver^e with ea^e. 



She was not old, nor young, nor at the years 
Which certain people call a " certaiu agt" 

Which yet the most uncertain age appears, 
Because I never heard, nor could eiigage 

A jwrsoM jet by prayers, or bribes, or tears. 
To name, define by speech, or write on pagt^ 

The period meant precisely by that word, — 

Which surely is exceedingly absurd. 



Laura waa blooming still, had made the b«st 
Of time, and time retum'd the complimeiil. 

And treated her genteelly, so that, dress'd. 
She look'd eitremely well where'er she went; 

A pretty woman is a welcome guest. 

And Laura's brow a frown had rarely bent; 

Indeed, she shone all smiles, and seein'd to flatter 

Mankind with lier black eyes for looking St lier. 



She was a married woman ; 'tis convenii^nl. 
Because in Christian countries 'tis a rule 

To view their little slips with eyes more lenient; 
Whereas if single ladies play the fool, 

(Unless within the period intervenieut 
A well-timed wedding makes the scandal cool) 

I don't know how tliey ever can get over it. 

Except they manage never to discover it. 



Her husband sail'd upon the Adriatic, 

And made some voyages, too, in other seas. 

And when he lay in quarantine for pratique 
(A forty days' precoulion 'gainst disease). 

His wife would mount, at times, her higliest attic, 
For thence she could discern the sliip with eaw : 

He was a merchant trading to Aleppo, 

His name Giusejipe, eall'd more briefly, Beppo. 



He was a roan as dusky us a Spaniard, 
Sunburnt with travel, jet a portly figure ; 

Though coluur'd, as it were, wilhin a lanyard. 
He was a person both of sense and vigour — 

A better seaman never yet did man yard ; 

And she, although her manners show'il no rigour. 

Was deem'd a wnmari of the strictest principle. 

So mucli as to be thought almost invincible. 



But severj! years elapsed sijice they had met; 

Some ])eople thought t)ie ^hip was lust, and some 
That he had somehow bluuder'd into debt, 

And did not like the thought of steering home; 
And there were several ofl'er'd any bet. 

Or that he would, or Hint he would not come j 
Ynr most men (tiil by losing render'd sager) 
Will back their own opinions wuh a wager. 



i 



'Tis said that their laat parting was pathetic. 
As partings often are, or ouglit to be, 

And their presentiment was quite prophetic. 
That tliey should never more each other see, 

(A sort of morbid feeling, half poetic, 

Wliich I have known occur in two or three,) 

When kneeling on the sliore upon Ler sad knee 

He left this Adriatic Ariadne. 



And Laura waited long, and wept a little, 

And thought of wearing weeds, as well she might: 

She almost lost all appetite for victual. 
And could not sleep with ease alone at iiiglit ; 

She decm'd the windoW'frames and shutters brittle 
Against a daring housebreaker or sprit«. 

And so she thought it prudent to connect liei 

With a vice-husband, chiejig to proleel her. 



She chose, {and what is there they will not choose, 
If only jou will but oppose their choict?) 

Till Beppo should return from his long ciuisc. 
And bid once more her faithful heart rejoice, 

A man some women like, and yet abuse — 
A coxcomb was he by the public voice ; 

A Count of wealth, they said, as well as quality. 

And in his pleasures of great LberuLity." 



And then he was a Count, and then lie knew 

Music, and dancing, fiddling, French and Tuscui; 

The last not easy, be it known to jou. 

For few Italians speak the right Etruscan. 

lie WAS a critic ujion operas, too. 

And knew all niceties nf sock and buskin; 

And no Venetian audience could endure a 

Song, scene, or air, when lie cried "seccatum!** 



Hifl "bravo" was decisive, for that sound 

Husli'd "Academic" aigli'd in silent awe; 
The fiddlers trembled as he look'd around, 

For fear of some false note's detected flaw ; 
The "prima donna's" tunefd heart would bound. 

Dreading the deep damnation of his " bah I " 
Soprano, basso, even tlie contra-alto, 
Wish'd him five bthom under the Rialto. 



He patronised the Improvisatori, 

Naj, could himself extemporise some stanzas. 
Wrote rhjmes, sang songs, could also tell a story, 

Sold pictures, and was skilful in the dance as 
Italians can be, though in this their glory 

Must BTorely yield the palm to that wluch France h 
In short, he was a perfect cavaliero. 
And to bis very valet seem'd a hero. 



Then he was faithful too, as well as amorous; 

So that no sort of female could complain. 
Although they're now and then a little clamorous, 

He never put the pretty souls in pain ; 
His heart was one of those wliich most enamour us. 

Wax to receive, and marble to retain : 
He was a lover of the good old school, 
Who still become more couslant as they cooL 



No wonder such accomplishments should turn 
A female head, however sage and steady — 

With scarce a hope thai Ceppu could return. 
In law he was almost as good as dead, he 

Kor sent, nor wrote, nor show'd the least concern, 
And she had waited several years already; 

And really if a man won't let ua know 

That he's olive, he.'s dead^ or should be so. 



Beaiden, within the Alps, to everj wonrnn, 
(Although, God knows, it is a grievous sin,) 

"lit, I maj aay, permitted to have iwo men ; 
I can't tell who first brought the custom in. 

But " Cavalier Serventea" are quite common. 
And no one notices nor cares a pin; 

And we maj call this (not to say the worst) 

A second marriage which corrupts the Jirtt." 



The word was formerly a " Cicisbeo," 

But tAai is now grown vulgar and indecent; 

The Spaniards call the person a "Cortejo" " 

For the same mode subsists in Spain, though recent; 

In short it reaches from the Po to Teio, 

And may perhaps at last be o'er the sea sent : 

But Heaven preserve Old England from such course! I 

Or what becomes of damage and divorces? 



However, I still think, with all due deference 
To the fair siiigU part of the crealion, 

That married ladies should preserve the preference 
In tile h t£te or general conversation — 

And this I say without peculiar reference 
'I'o Kngland, France, or any other nation — 

Because they know the world, and are at ease. 

And being natural, naturally please. 



"I'is true, your budding Miss is very charming. 
But shy and awkward at first coming out, 

So much alarm' d, that she is quite alarming, 

All Giggle, Blush; halF Pertness, and half Pouti 

And glancing at Mamma, for fear tliere's harm in 
What you, she, it, or tliey, miiy be about, 

The Nursery still lisps out iti all they utti-r — 

Besides, ihey always sinell of bread and buller. 



But "Cavalier Serveiite" is the pliraw 
Used in politest circles to express 

This su])enmmerary slave, wlio atnys 
Close to tile lady as a jiart of dress. 

Her word the only luw which lie obeys. 
His is 110 sinecure, as you may guess; 

Coach, servants, gondola, he goes to call. 

And carries fan aud tippi't, gloves and si i awl. 



With all its sinful doinits, I must say, 

That Italy's a pleasant place to me. 
Who love to see the Sun sliine every dny. 

Anil vines [not nail'd to walls) from tree to tree 
Festoon'd, much like the back scene of a play, 

Or meludmme, which people flock to see, 
When the first act is ended by a dunce 
In vineyards copied from tlie south of France. 



I like on Autumn evenings to ride out, 
Without being forced to bid my groom be suro 

My cloak is round his middle strapp'd about. 
Because the skies are not the most secure; 

1 know too that, if stopp'd upon my route. 
Where the green alleys wiiidingly allure. 

Reeling with grapes red wagons choke the way,— 

In England 'twould be dung, dust, or a dny. 



I also like to dine on becaficas. 

To see the Sun set, sure he'll rise to-morrow. 
Not through a misty morning twinkhiig weak as 

A drunken man's dead eye in maudlin sorrow. 
But with all Heaven t'himself ; the day will break n» 

Beauteous as cloudless, nor be forced (o borrow 
That sort of farthing candlelight which glimmers 
Where reeking London's smoky caldron simmers. 



J love the language, that soft bastard Latin, 
Wliich melta like kisses from a female moutb. 

And sounds as if it should be writ on satin. 

With syllables which breathe of the sweet South, 

And gentle liquids gliding all so pat in, 
That nut a single accent seems uncouth. 

Like our harsh northern whistling, grunting guttural, 

Which we're obliged to hiss, and spitj and sputter aU. 



I like the women too {forgive my folly). 

From the rich peasant cheek of ruddy bronze," 

And large black eyes that flash on you a volley 
Of rays that say a thousand things at once, 

To the high dama's brow, more melancholy. 
But clear, and with a wild and liquid glance. 

Heart on her lips, and soul within her eyes. 

Soft as her clime," and sunny as her skies. 



Eve of the land which still ia Paradise 1 
Italian beauty didst thuu not inspire 

Baphael," who died in thy embrace, and vies 
With all we know of Heaven, or can desire. 

In what he hath bequeath'd us? — in what guise. 
Though flashing from the fervour of the lyre. 

Would word« describe thy past and present glow, 

While yet Canova can create below ? '• 



" England I with all thy faults I love thee still," 
I said at Calais, and have not forgot it ; 

I like lo speak and lucubrate my fill ; 

I like the government (but that is not it) ; 

1 like the freedom of the press and quill ; 

I like the Habeas Corims (when we've got it) 

I like a imrliamcntary debate, 

Particularly when 'tis not too late ; 



1 like the taxes, when they're not too many 
I like a seacoal fire, when not too dear ; 

I tike a beef-eteak, too, aa well as any ; 
Have no objection to a pot of beer ; 

I like the weather, when it is not rainy. 
That is, I like two months of every year. 

And so God save the Kegent, Church, and King I 

Which means that I like aU and every thin^. 



Oar standing army, and disbanded seamen. 

Poor's rate. Reform, my own, the nation's debt, 

Our little riots just to show we're free men. 
Our trifling bankruptcies in the Gazette, 

Our cloudy climate, and our eliilly women. 
All these I can forgive, and those forget. 

And greatly venerate our recent glories. 

And wish they were not owing to the Tories. 



But to my tale of Laura, — for I fmd 
Digression is a sin, that by degrees 

Becomes exceeding tedious to my mind. 
And, therefore, may the reader too difptease— 

The gentle reader, who may wax unkind, 
And caring little for the author's ease, 

Insist on knowing what he means, a hard 

And hapless situation for a bard. 



Oh that T had the art of easy writing 

What should be easy reading t could I scale 

Parnassus, where the Muses sit inditing 
Those pretty poems never known to fail. 

How quickly would I print (the world delighting) 
A Grecian, Syrian, or Assyrian tale ; 

And sell you, mix'd with western sentimentalism. 

Some samples of the finest Orientalism. 



OXFOHo 




But I am but a nameless sort of pfrauri, 
(A broken Dandy lately on mj travels) 

And take for rlijme, to hook my rambling ve 
Tlie first that Walker's l^xicoti unravels. 

And when I can't find that, I put a worae oh 
Not caring as I ought for critics' cavils; 

I've half a mind to tumble down to prose. 

But verse is more in fashion — so hcru goes. 



The Count and Laura made tlieir new arnMigemcni, 
Which lasted, aa arraiigeinents sometimes do, 

For half a dozen years without estrangement ; 
Tliey had their liltle differencesy too ; 

Those jealous whiffs, which never any change meant ; 
In sneh affairs there probably are few 

Who have not had this poutinje; sort of squablile. 

From sinners of Ligh station to lite rabble. 



But, on the iihole, Ihtj were a liaj»py pair, 
As happy as unlawful love could make thein : 

The gentleman was foud, the lady fair, 

Their ciiains so alight, 'twas not worth while to bnnit ll>".ir 

The world beheld Ihem with indulgent air ; 
The pious only wish'd " the devil take them I " 

lie took them not ; he very often waits. 

And leaves old sinners to be young ones' bait*. 



But they were voung : Oh ! what n itiiont oor youth 
Would love be ! WImiI would youth !« nilhoul love ! 

Youth lends its joy, and sweetness, vigour, truth, 
Heart, soul, and all that seems as from above; 

But, languishing with years, it s^rows uneouth — 

One of few things exjwrience don't improve, _ 

Which is, perhnps, the reason wliy ohi fillows 

Are ftlrays so preposterous!}' jealous. 



It was the Carnival, as I have mH 

Some aiK and thirty stanzas back, and so 

Laura the usual preparations made. 

Which you do when your mind's made up to go 

To-night Co Mrs. Boehm's masquerade, 
Spectator, or partaker in the show ; 

The only difference known between the ousea 

Is — iere, we have six weeks of " varnished faces," 



Laura, wlien dress'd, was (as I sang before) 

A pretty woman as was ever seen. 
Fresh as the Angel o'er a new iun door. 

Or frontispiece of u new Magazine, 
With all the fashions which the last month wore, 

Colour'd, and silver paper leaved between 
That and tlie title-page, for fear the press 
Should s(»l with Diirts of speech the parts of dress. 



They went to tlie Ridotto ; — 'tis a hall 

Where people dance, and sup, and dance again j 

Its proper name, perhaps, were a masqued ball, 
liut tliat's of no importance to my strain ; 

Tis (on a smaller scale) like our VaUKhaiJ, 
Excepting tliat it can't be spoilt by rain ; 

The company is " mix'd" {the phrase I quote is 

As mucli as saying, tJie/re hdow your notice) ; 



For a "mix'd company" implies that, save 

Yourself and friends, and half a hundred more. 

Whom you may bow to witiioot looking grave. 
The rest are but a vulgar set, the bore 

Of public places, where they basely brave 
The fashionable stare nf twenty score 

Of well-bred persons, caJl'd " Tie World;" but I, 

Altliougli I know Ih.-m, reiillv don't know wliy. 



Tliis is the case in England ; ot least was 
During the dynasty of DandieSj" now 

Ferchanc« succeeded by some other class 
Of imitated imitators : — how 

Irreparably soon decline, alas ! 
The demagogues of fashion : all below 

Is frail ; how easily the world is lost 

By love, or war, and now and then by frost I 



Cnish'd was Napoleon by the northern Thor, 
"Who knock' d liis army down with icy liammer, 

Stopp'd by the elemenU," like a whaler, or 

A blundering novice in his new French grammar; 

Good cause had he to doubt the chance of war. 
And as for Fortune — but I dare not d — n her. 

Because, were I to ponder to infinity. 

The more I should believe in her divinity." 



She rules the present, paat, and all to be yet, 

She gives us luck in lotteries, love, and marriage; 

I cannot say that she's done much for me yet ; 
Not that I mean her bounties to disparagi'. 

We've not yet closed accounts, and we shall see yet 
How much she'll make amends for past miscarriage 

Meantime the Goddess I'll no more importune 

Unless to thank her when she's made my fortune. 



To turn, — and to return; — the devil take iti 
Tiiis story shps for ever tliraugh my fingers. 

Because, just as the stanza likes to make it. 
It needs must be — and so it rather lingers; 

This form of verse began, I can't well break it. 
But must keep time and tune like public siugera; 

But if I once get through my present measure, 

I'll take another when I'm nest at leisure. 



They went to tlie Ridotto ('tis a place 

To which I mean to go myaeif to-morrow," 

Just to divert my thoughts a little space 

Because I'm rather liippish, and may borrow 

Some spirits, guessing at what kind of face 
May lurk beneath each mask ; and as my sorrow 

Slackens its pace sometimes, I'll make, or find, 

Something shall leave it half an hour behind.) 



Now Laura moves along the joyous crowd. 
Smiles in her eyes, and simpers on her lips; 

To some she whispers, others speaks aloud; 
To some she curtsies, and to some she dips. 

Complains of warmth, and this complaint avuw'd. 
Her lover brings the lemonade, she sips; 

She then siirveys, condemns, hut pities still 

Her dearest friends for being dress'd so ill. 



One has false curlR, another too much paint, 

A third — where did she buy that frightful turban P 

A fourth's so pale she fears she's going to faint, 
A fifth's look's vulgar, dowdyish, and suburbnii, 

A sixth's white silk has got a yellow taint, 

A seventh's thin muslin surely will be her bane, 

And lo ! an eighth appears, — " I'll see no more I" 

Tor fear, like Banquo's kings, they reach a score. 



Meantime, while she was thus at others gazing. 
Others were levelling their looks at her; 

She heard the men's half-whisper'd mode of praising. 
And, till 'twas done, determined not to stir; 

The women only thought it quite amazing 
That, at her time of life, so many were 

Admirers still, — but men are so debased. 

Those brazen creatures always suit tlieir taste. 



For iry part, now, I ne'er could understand 
Why naughty women — but I won't discuM 

A thing which is a scandal to the land, 
I oidj don't see wliy it should he thus ; 

And if I were but in a gown and band. 
Just to entitle me to nioke a fuss, 

I'd preuch on this till Wilberforce and Roinilly 

Should quote in their next speeches from my homily. 



While Laura thus was seen, and seeing, smiling, 
Talking, she knew not uhy, and cared not what. 

So that her female friendf, with envy broiling, 
Beheld her airs and tTiumph, and all that ; 

And well-dresa'd males still kept before her 6ling, 
And passing bow'd and mingled with her chat; 

More than the rest one person seem'd to stare 

With pertinncily that's rather rare. 



He was a Turk, die colour of mahogany; 

And Laura saw him, and at first was glad, 
llecause the Turks so much admire pliilogyny. 

Although their usage of tlieir wives is sad ; 
'Tis said they use no better than a dog any 

Poor woman, whom they purchase tike a pad : 
They have a number, though they ne'er exhibit 'em, 
F'lur wives by law, and concubines "ad libitam." 



They lock them up, and veil, and guard them dailjr. 
They scarcely can behold their male relations. 

So that their moments do not pass so gaily 
As is supposed the case with northern nations; 

tJonfinement, too, must make them look quite palelyj 
And as the Turks abhor long conversations, 

Their days are either pass'd in doing nothing. 

Or biilliing, nursing, mnking love, and clothing. 



They cannot read, and bo don't lisp in cnticism ; 

Nor write, and so they don't affect the muse ; 
Were never caught in epigram or witticism. 

Have no romances, sermona, plays, reviews, — 
In harams learning soon would make a pretty scliisi 

But luckily these beauties are no " Blues ; " 
No bustling Botherbys have they to show 'em 
" That charming passage in the hat new poem : " 



So solemn, antique gentleman of rhyme. 
Who having angled all his life for fame. 

And getting but a nibble at a time. 
Still fussily keeps Ashing on, the same 

Small " Triton of the minnows," the subhme 
Of mediocrity, tlie furious tame. 

The echo's echo, usher of the school 

Of female wits, boy bards — in siiort, a fool ! 



A stalking oracle of awful phrase. 

The approving " Good!" (by no means good in law) 
Hamming like flies around the newest blaze. 

The bluest of bluebottles you e'er saw, 
TeAsing with blame, excruciating with praise. 

Gorging tlie httle fame he gets all raw. 
Translating tongues he knows not even by letter. 
An'' sweating plays so middling, bad were better. 



One hates an author that's all author, fellows 
In foolscap uniforms turn'd up with ink. 

So very anxious, clever, fine, and jealous. 

One don't know what to say to them, or think. 

Unless to puff them with a pair of bellows ; 
Of coKcombry's worst coxcombs e'en tlic pink 

Are preferable to these shreds of paper. 

These untjuench'd snuffings of the midnight taper. 



Of these same we see several, and of others. 

Men of the world, who know tlic world like meti, 

Scott, Rogers, Moore, and all the better brothera, 
Who think of something else besides the pen ; 

But for the children of the " might}' mother's," 
The would-be wits, and can't-be gentlemen, 

I leave them to their daily " tea is ready," 

Smug coterie, and literary lady. 



The poor dear Musaulwomen whom I mention 
Have none of these instructive pleasant people. 

And one would seem to them a new invention. 
Unknown as bells within a Turkish steeple ; 

I think 'twould almost be worth while to pension 
(Though best- sown projects very often reap ill} 

A missionary author, just to preach 

Our Christian usage of the parts of speech. 



No chemistry for them unfolds her gases, 
No metaphysics are let loose in lectures. 

No circulating library amasses 

Religious novels, moral tales, and strictures 

Upon the living manners, as they pass as ; 
No exhibition glares with annual pictures ; 

They stare not on the stars from oat tlieir attics, 

Nor deal (thauk God for that !] in mathematics. 



"Why I thank God for that is no great matt«r, 
I have my reasons, you no doubt suppose, 

And as, perhaps, tUey would not highly Hatter, 
I'll keep them for my life (to come) in prose; 

I feur I have a little turn for satire. 

And jet methinks the older that one grows 

Inclines us more to laugh than scold, iWigh laughli'i 

Leaves us so doubly eerioua shortly after. 



Oh, mirth and innocence ! Oh, milk and water ! 

Ye happy mixtures of more happy days ! 
In these sad centuries of sin and slaughter. 

Abominable Man no more allays 
His tluret with snch pure beverage. No matter, 

I love you both, and both shall have my praise : 
Oh, for old Saturn's reign of sugar-candy ! — 
Meantime 1 drink to your return in brandy. 



Our Laura'a Turk still kept his eyes upon her, 
Less in the Mussulman than Christian way, / 

Which stems to say, " Madam, I do you honour, 
"And while 1 please to stare, you'll please to stay." 

Could staring win a woman, this had won her, 
But Laura could not thus be led astray ; 

She had stood fire too long and well, to boggle 

Even at this stranger's most outlandish ogle. 



Tlie morning now was on the point of breaking, 
A turn of time at which I would advise 

Ladies who have been dancing, or partaking 
In any other kind of exercise. 

To make their preparations for forsaking 
The ball-room ere the sun begins to rise, 

Becnuse when once the lamps and candles fail. 

His blushes muke them look a little pale. 



I've seen some balls and revels in my time. 

And Etay'd them over for some silly reason. 
And then I look'd (I hope it was no crime) 

To sec what lady best stood out the season ; 
And though I've seen some thousands in their prime. 

Lovely and pleasing, and who still may please on, 
I never saw but one (the stars withdrawn) 
Whose bloom could after dancing dare the dawn. 



The name of this Aurora I'll not mention, 
jVIthough I might, for elie was nought to me 

More than that patent work of God's iiiventioii, 
A charming woman, wliom ne like to see j 

Bat writing names would merit reprehension. 
Yet if jou like to tind out this fair the. 

At (he next London or ParLsian boll 

Tou still may mark Jier check, out-blooming aU. 



Laura, who knew it would not do at all 

To meet the dajlight after seven hours' sitting 

Among three thousand people at a ball. 

To make her curtsy thought it right and fitting; 

The Count was at her elbow with her shawl. 

And tiicy flic room were on the point of quitting. 

When lo I those cursed gondoliers liad got 

Just in the very place where Ihey should noi. 



In this they're like our coachmen, and the cause 
Is much the same — the crowd, and pulling^ hanliu^ 

With blasphemies enough to break their jaws, 
They make a never iuterraitted bawling. 

At Imme, our Bow-$treet gemmeu keep the \a,tn. 
And here a aenlry stands within your calling; 

But for all that, tiiere is a. deal of swearing, 

And nauseoQs words past mcntiouiug or bearing. 



The Count and Laura found their boat at last, 
And homeward floated o'er the silent tide, 

Discussing all the dances gone and past ; 
The dancers and their dresses, too, beeide; 

Some little scandals eke ; but all aghast 
(As to their palace-stairs llie rowers glide) 

Sate Laura by the side of her AdortT," 

When lol the Mu9snlin;in was there before her. 




" Sir," said the Coiinl, with brow eiceediiig grave, 
"Your unexpected presence here will make 

It necessary for myself to crave 

Its import P But perhaps 'tis a. mistake ; 

I hope it is so ; and, at once to waive 
All compliment, I hope so for ^mir sake ; 

You understand my meaning, or you shall." 

"Sir," (quoth the Turk) "'tis no mistake at all; 



"That lady is my wife!" Much wonder paiuta 
The lady's changing cheek, as well it might; 

But where an Englishwoman sometimes faints, 
Italian females don't do so outright ; 

They oidy call a little on their 

And then come to themselves, almost or quite ; 

Which saves much hartshorn, salts, and aprinkliug faces. 

And cutting stays, aa usual in such cases. 



She said, — what could she say ? Why, not a word 

But the Count courteously invited in 
The stranger, much appeased by what he heard : 

" Such things, perhaps, we'd best discuss within," 
Said he; " don't let ns make ourselves absurd 

In public, by a scene, nor raise a din. 
For then the chief and only satisfaction 
Will be much quizzing on the whole transaction." 



Taej enter'd, and for coffee call'd — it came, 
A beverage for Turks and Christians both. 

Although the way they make it's not the same. 
Now Laura, much reeover'd, or less loth 

To speak, cries " Bcppo ! what's your pagan name? 
Bless me ! your beard is of amazing growth I 

And how came you to keep away po long? 

Are you not sensible 'twas very wrong? 



"And are yoa reallg, truly, now a Tiirfc ? 

With anj other women did you wive ? 
Is't true they use their fingers for a fork ? 

Well, that's the prettiest akawl — as I'm alive I 
You'll give it me ? They say you eat no pork. 

And how so many years did you contrive 
To — Bless me ! did I ever ? No, I never 
Saw a man growu so yellow 1 How's yom liver? 



" Beppo ! that beard of youra becomes you not ; 

It shall be shaved before you're a day older : 
Why do you wear it ? Oh ! I had forgot — 

Pray don't you think the weatlier here is colder? 
Uow do I look ? You slian't stir from this s|Jot 

In that quwr dress, for fenr that some beholder 
Should find you out, and make tlie stury known. 
How short your hair is 1 Lord I how grey it's grown ! " 



What answer Beppo made to these demands 
Is more than I know. He was cast away 

About wliere Troy stood once, and nothing stand* ; 
Became a slave of eourse, and for liis pay 

Had bread and bastinadoes, till some bands 
Of pirates landing in a neighbouring bay, 

He join'd the rogues and prospcr'd, and became 

A renegudo of indifferent fame. 



But he gn^w rich, and witli his riches grew 90 
Keen the desire to sec Ills home again, 

He thought himself in duty bound to do »o. 
And not be alwoys thieving on the main ; 

Ijonely he felt, at times, as Hobin Cni»o«, 
And BO he hiral a vessel come fmm S|Ntin, 

Bound for Corfu . she was a fine polncrn, 

Mnnn'd with twelve hands, and laden nilh tolwccOk 



Hiraaelf, and much (heaven knows how gotten !) cash. 
He then embark' d, with risk of hfe and limb. 

And got clear oif, ulthough the attempt was rash ; 
lie said that Providence protected iiim — 

For my part, 1 say nothing — lest we clash 
In our ojiiniona : — well, the ship was trim, 

Set sail, and kept her reckoning fairly on, 

Except three days of calm when off Cape Bonn. 



ITiey reach'd the island, he transferr'd his lading. 
And self and live stock to another bottom. 

And ])as5'd for a true Turkey- merchant, trading 
With goods of various names, but I've forgot 'em 

However, he got off by this evading, 

Or else the people would perhaps have shot liira; 

And thus at Venice landed to reclaim 

His wife, religion, house, and Christian name. 



His wife received, the patriarch re-baptised him, 
(He made the church a present, by the way ;) 

He then threw off the garments which disguised him, 
And borrow'd tlie Count's smallclothes for a day : 

His friends the more for his long absence prized him. 
Finding he'd wherewithal to make tliem gay, 

With dinners, where he oft became the laugh of them. 

For stories — but / don't believe the half of them. 



Whote'er bis youth had suffer'd, his old age 

With wealth and talking made him some amends; 

Though Laura sometimes put him in a rage, 

I've heard the Count and he were always friends. 

My pen is at the boltom of a page. 

Which being finish'd, here the story ends ; 

'Tis to be wish'd it had been sooner done. 

But stories somehow lengthen when begun.* 
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" Fti oftiQ wiah'd that I wald write w b»k. 
Such &s all Kng^inh people might penue ; 
I never shall regret tho poina it look, 

That's jut the Kirt of famd that I ihonld ehoiw ; 
To Bail alnnl the world like Gaptuu Cook, 
I'd sling a eot up for m; fainmrite Mow, 
And we'd tako Tena ont to Demanra, 
To New South WalsB, uid ap to Niagum. 

"Poet* counme eioiseable commoditiea, 

Tho} rain the DAtian's spirit wbea vidarioa^ 

They diire an export trade in rhimi md oddilN^ 
Making onr commcirM and rsTenna gloriooi ; 

Aa an induatrions and paini-taking body 'tia 
That FoeU ahould be iuJidd d meritariaBi : 

And thenfon I HUbmiisiTely propoe 

To eiwt one Board for Tene and eue for Prea*. 

"Prinoea protecting Science* and Art 

r*e often wen in copper- plal« and print ; 

I nerer raw them elwwhere. for mj part. 
And therefore I oonduile there'a nothing in't ! 

Bnt erery body knows the Regent's heart; 



lb 



t nijcci 



"Fimn Piincta I daacead to the Holalil; : 
In fbrmn timn all pnama of high itali 

Lorda, Bamneti, and Fenoni of geoUlity. 
Pdd twratj gniiMai (or the dedicatimi 

This praeUee wa* attended with utility ; 
The patrons Ured to fntnre __ 

Tke poeta liTed by their iDdnslrioiu 

So men alire and dead c< 



"Then twenty gi 

Now. we mi 

Oor poota now 

tr their add I 



ineoc wa* a little brtiiM ; 
t itarre unlwi tho tintn efaotUd D 
>-daya are dccni'd impurtana 
ma are difioscly pcno'd ; 
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Moct Eubionable authors make a iliDrt one 

To tbrar own irife, or cbild, or private friend, 
To show tlieir independeDce, I sappoie ; 
And thai nutj do fur QeDtlsmea Uk« thoaa. 

" liiitl J, thd common people I beleech — 

Dgat people I if ;an think mj yeran slever, 

Premre vith ears Toor oDble piirta of ipeeoh, 
And t^e it u B maiim to endeaioor 

To talk u jonr good oiothera used to teach, 
And than these liuea of mine mu; last for em ; 

And don't eonfoaud the language of the nation 

With long-tail'd words ia ueUy and oftim."] 

* ["The CsmiTal," nja Ur. Boss, "thoogh it ia gayer or duller, aooording to the 
(^oins of the lutiona whidh celebrate it, is, in its geniral ob&racter, nearly the same 
■ " ' The beginning is like any other season ; towards the middle 

. a bejiin to meet maEqnea and utunmers in snusbine : in the last fifteen dnjs the 
plut thinkena i and during the three last oil LS hnrty-bnrlj- The Hhops are abnt, all 
ia at & stand, and the dmoken cries beard at night afford a clear proof of the 
pleainna to which theso days of leisure are dedicated."] 

' [The Venus ia in the Medici gallery. Qbrgione was Lord Byron's favonrite artist. 
w nothing," he wrote in 1821}, "of piotnm myself, snd eare almost as little, 
le there are none like the Venetian, — above all, Qiorgione."J 

' {The fallowing is Lord Byron's loconnt of hla risit to tJiis palace, in April, 1S17. — - 
"To^y, I hare been oTer the Manfrini palace, famomi for its pidores. What stmck 
' in Um general oolleoUon, waa the extiome resemhbuice of tha atyle of the female 
Lbs mass of pictorei, so many oeutoHos or geneiatioDa old, to those jou xeu 
and meet aiTory day among the exlBtinj Italians. The Queen of Cyprus and Qiorgione's 
wife, putimlarly ihe latter, are Venetians as It were of yesterday ; the tame eyes and 
and, to my mind, there is none finer."] 



I 



' [This appean to be a 



n of the pictnre ; as, aocording to 



Vnsari and otben, Qior^one ueter waa married, and died young.] 
* ["Qon aeptem diei sex tamen e«sa ■olonl.'' — Orm.] 

' ["Lookto't! 

In Venice titty do let heaTen see the pranks 

They dare not ahov their haebaada ; their beet consaence 

Is — not to leaTc ondone, bat keep unknown." — OlAtUo,] 

■ ["Jealoo 
while duels o 

' lAn Kugliiih sbbremtion. Rialto is the name, not of the bridge, but of the 

island from which it is called ; and the Venetiana sny, il ponto di HiaJto, aa we say 

Westminster Bridge. In that island ia the Bichange. It was there that the 

Chnatian held discooiw with the Jew ; and Shylnck refers to it, when he saTS, 

" ffignor Antonio, many a time and oft. 

In the Bialto, yon have rated me."— Hou«M,] 



" ("The general state of morals here ia mnch the same as in tie Doges' time ; 
is lirtnons (aecurdiog to the code) who limits herscir to her hunfaiuiil and o 
'lo hare two, throe, or more, area litUo wild; lint it ia only thon w 
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u« iudiKTiaiinalelj diffuse, had funu * law counciAioa, *lui • 



\e of right or the Gtnta* uf tUnf^ j 



l^n one; that is, nalesa gach ut exteauaa of the prfmgMJTe it DDdcraluad ■ 
•IJliroved of l)j IhH prior claimBnt."— ilyruit Lalert, 1817.] 

Lj ABpirate, acoordiDfc to tJie AiBbaqbA 
predce Bune for in Boglaud, though Ikt 

tu-iutiw u U Gumiuiia u lu hq} uiuotiiiuuie cunutrr whaleTer. 

" I" From the tnll peajiaut with her roildj broDie." — MS.] 

'• [" Like ia own dime, »U lun, mod bloom, ind iki(«."— ME] 

" For the reaei'Ed arcountA of the cauw of Raphael'! death, iw hia LiT<& 

" (Id lolking Ihua, the writer, more eapccUllir 

Uf women, would be undentowl to ny, 
He ipeaki w a ipeetatnr, not oAkiall;. 

Acd lUwayl^ reader, id a moJen •».* i 
Perhaps, too, in do rery great degree thall be 

Appear to bsTe ofiended in thia lay, 
Since, u all know, without the mi, onr MuneU 
Would aeem unfioiah'd, like their ontrimu'il hoinMa.) 

(Signed) PaaTu's Umrik 

'' [" I liked the Dandies : thej were always Tory dvil la me ; though, ia L . _ 

(hey diaUked literar; people, and persecuted and mystified Hadame da SUlcl, Ltwla ' 
Horace Tviig, and the like. The truth i^ that Ihooiih I gave up thebqnimatariy,! 
had a ^uga of Dandyism in my minoiity, and prohably retained enough of it to 
conciliate the great ones at four and twenty." — Byron Diarg, 1S3L1 

" ["When Bmmmell wm obliged to reUre to France, h« knuw no Frencli ; uJ 
haring obttuDcd B gnunmar for the purpow of etudy, our friend Serope DsTiea va 
uked what prugreu bnimmell had made in French ; he responded, 'thai BnuBBMD 
hnd been itoirped, like Booaparte in Eunua, by the elfBienti.' 1 han pat thu |JM 
into Beppo, which is 'a lair vichange and no rubboiy ;' (at Serope made his fttttUM 
nl Beienl dinnui (as he owned himaelf), by rcpatin; oocawonally, as his own, io»i 
of the buffooneries with whioh I hod enoonntered him in the mumins." — Hfrv* 
JJi<uy. IS-ll.] 

" ["Like Sylla. I hate always believed that all lliines depeud upon Furtiuus and 
mthing upon ouraekw, I am not aware of luy une Ihoughl or eiHiiin, w.irtbyeif 
being colled fiood to myself or others, which is not to be attributed ta the good godilcB 
— Kortanc I"— flyTWi Diaiy. I8il.] 



" [n the mugin of the original MS. Lord Byron has wril 
1816. To-morrow will be a Snuday, uul full Kidolto.'-J 
" ["Sate Laura with a kind of comic horror." 



"Janoary, IM, 



-MS.] 



^ [This extremely rlerer and amuuoit perfbnnaace afford* a ittj (mHoM Md 
eemplc-U' spocimi'u of a kind of diction and composition of wfaieb Our BngUah lilcnNoM 
liai hilhertii presented xery few euuiplo. It is, in iledf, alwlutaly • thim of 
aulhiii}: witjioui stoij, chanwlen, sentitneuta, or in(elli|{ible object l^* mere |3ae* 
01 liveiy and lixiuacions piattling. in short, upon nil kinds of frindoos snbJKts, — a 
Kirt nf gny and dnnltory babbling aboDt Italy and Bngland, Turks, Mis, UtefsEonv 
and fish sauces. Bnt still there is something very cngaeioe in th« Duiliinn pMf, 
polileuiit, and good humour of the aatlior, and Hmetbing still man atrikiai md 
iiatrhien fsetlitj with whioh he bss wst into rssnlM, aad «tm 
iminnled, ouconstnined, tad omclcoled laaiiai^ of tl* 



ddfirult, Krsifieati^ t] 
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mott light) fiuDiliar, and ordinary conyenation. With great ikill and felidty, lie has 
furnished ns with an example of about one hundred stanzas of good Terse, entirely 
compoaed of common vords, in their common places ; never presenting us with one 
sprig of what is called poetical diction, or even making use of a single inversion, eitlier 
to raise the style or assist the rhyme, but running on in an inexhaustible series of 
good, easy colloquial phrases, and finding them &11 into verse by some unaocounfable 
and happy &tality. In this great and characteristio quality it is almost invariably 
excellent. In some other respects, it is more unequal. About one half is as good as 
possible, in the style to which it belongs ; the other half bears, perhaps, too many 
marks of that ha^te with which such a work must necessarily be written. Soma 
passages are rather too snappish, and some run too much on Uie cheap and rather 
plebeian humour of out-of-the-way rhymes, and strange-sounding words and epithets. 
But the greater part is extremely pleasant, amiable, and gentlemanlike. — JivtmsT.] 



MAZEPPA, 



ADYEETISEMENT. 



I 



"Celui qui rempliasatt alors cette place etait un gentilhomine 
PolonMa, notnin^ Mazeppa, 116 dans le palatinat de PaJolie : il avail 
et^ ^leve page de Jean Casimir, et avait pris a sa cour quelque 
tfiinture des belles-lettres, Une intrigue qu'il eut dans sa jeuiiesse 
la femme d'un geiitilhomme Polonais ayaut ^t^ decouverte, le 
man le fit lier tout nu sur uii clieval farouche, et le luissa alter en cet 
^Ut. Le clieval, qui etait du pajs ile I'Ukraiiie, y retourna, et y porta 
Mazeppa, demi-mort de fatigue et dc faim. Quelquea pajsaiis le 
aecounireiit : il reata longtems parnii eux, et se signala duns 
plusieors courses centre les Tftrtarea. La superiorite de ses lumieres 
lui donna une grande consideration parmi les Cosaques : sa reputation 
fi'angnientant de jour en jour, obligea le Czar a le faire Prince de 
rUkraine."— VoLTAiKE, Hist, de Charles XII. p. 196. 

"Le roi fujant, et poursuivi, eut son cheval tn£ sous lui; le 
Colonel Gieta, blease, et perdant tout son sang, lui donna le sien. 
Ainsi on remit deux fois i cheval, dans la fuite, ce conqu^rant qui 
n'avait pu y mouter pendant la batoille." — P. 216. 

"Le roi alia par uti autre chemin avec quelquea cavaliers. Le 
carrosse, ou il ^tait, rompit dans k marclie ; on le remit a cheval. 
Four comfale de disgrace, il s'dgara pendant la nuit dans un bois ; 
la, son courage ne pouvant plus suppleer it ses forces epuisees, les 
douleurs de sa blessure deveuues plus insupportables par la fatigue, 
•on cbeval ^tant torab^ de lassitude, il se concha quelques heures au 
pied d'un arbre, en danger d'fltre surpris K tout moment par les 
vuiuqueurs, qui le ehcrchaieut de tons cfites." — P. Sift. 



iNTEODrCTION TO MAZEPPA. 



to the poet's ordinary pnictii» of Btrikini 
till October. lU hiatorical (nxac■^ 



it Venlca at leait u osrly u Jnlj, ISIS, mnd, matmj 1 



ii walls tt B beat, « 



)t CDBBplrMd 



not binder Uic mnvictloti tluil tbe jekloiu 
- - -- - „ fiuri 



rage of the old Count PalsUne against the youthful k 
ap from thi peraniuil experieara of llie autbor. Mr. Qifford tfrmi it, on tbe niafi^n 
nflbeMS., "alively, spirilal, and plouant laic ; " sod M. Tillenuun, tbe emiaMit 
Prench eriUs, declares that, sublime iu ita mbstance and Gniabing arith a joke, it (■ 
*( once tJie maater-pieoe and symbol of Bjron. The poet himsolf did not eornddo' thM 
i t was in hi> bat maimer. It muit be admitted that the luirratiTe acimetunei Oa^ 
yet tbe tale ia uocommouly auimaMl and impresaire, and (lie fineit panaga iqaal 
Any wbidi ever praceeded from hia pen. If tbe poem fails belov the faacejrk id It. 
ViUemuu, it more than mainlatui the detcription of Mr. Oifiord. Aa abb critic of 
tliB day oominenJed the manner in which tbe story was introdneed, and tbon^bl thai 
the calm regignation of Maieppa to defeat, — tbe heroic thongbtteBsniK of hii nral 
auditor, with the perilous aocompaoiment* of their deaolate biToiw: — all contribstal 
to throw a striking charm both of prcparalioa and contiut orer the viU adTwi turaa 
rdiit«d by the Betman. No one will deny that then is ronudeiable gaaSntatm ia 
tbecnmioportiDDsorthe tale, sjid it is quite in konping with an old aoldier'a ohaatrtir 
that he should anlivan a history of bygone dangers with stroke* of humooT. Bb^ 
through the power of the port, the r»der feels himwtf plated nearer to tbe en-nt tkaa 
a Durator who calls to memory his long-pasl perils ; and thus the main Mot; u^ ta 
onr Ibinking. mui?h ton impanioaed to hannonise with the jetting pireitide and aso- 
elusion. The end, ospedally, souDds a mockery of the emotions whiFh arc exdted by 
the Hetman's fmrful ride. However natural it might be for the Bwsdiih madnMM Ic 
fallaslcepafttirthet«rTibte labours ofPultowa's day, we. who ban not participated ia Uf 
fhtigae^ give up our aympalbiea to Uaioppa, and arc offended at » pleaaanlry whidl 
diatipates, iu a measure, the ronionoc of bis redtation. Lord Byroo receired tar 
"Uaiepipa'* Ihe iOO gniaeas which was paid for uvM uf his lain. 



n 
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TWiS after dread PuHowa's day. 

When fortune left the royal Swede, 
Around a slaughtered army lay. 

No more to combat and to bleed. 
The power and glory of the war, 

Faithless as their vain votaries, men. 
Had ])a3s'<l to the triumphant Czar, 

And Moscow's walls were safe again. 
Until a day more dark and drear. 
And a more memonihle year. 
Should give to slniiffhter and to shame 
A mightier host and haughtier name ; 
A greater wreck, a deeper fall, 
A shock to one — a thunderbolt to all. 



Such was the hazard of tJie die; 

The wounded Charles was taught to fly — 

By day and night through field and flood, 

Stfliu'd with his own and subjects' blood; 

For thousands fell that flight to aid : 

And not a voice was heard f upbraid 

Anibitiuii iu his humbled honr, 

"When truth had nought to dread from power. 



His horse was sIoim, and Gieta gave 
His own — and (lied the Russians' slave. 
Tliis ioo sinks after maTiy a league 
Of well sustain'd, but vain fatigue ; 
And in the depth uf forests darkling, 
The watcli-fircs in the distance sparkling — 

The beacons of surrounding foes — 
A king must lay bis limbs at length. 

Are these the laurels and repose 
For which the nations strain their strength P 
They laid him by a savage tree. 
In outworn nature's agony ; 
Hia vounds were stiff, liis limbs were ataik ; 
The heavy hour was cbiU and dark j 
The fever in his blood forbade 
A transient slumber's fitful aid : 
And thus it was ; but yet through all, 
Kiuglike tlie monarch bore his fall, 
And made, in this extreme of ill. 
His pangs the vassals of his will : 
All silent and subdued were they. 
As once the nations round him lay. 



A band of chiefs ! — alas ! how few. 

Since but the fleeting of a day 
Hod thinn'd it ; but this wreck was trae 

And chivalrous : upon the clay 
Each sate liim down, all sad nud mute. 

Beside Ida monarch and his steed ; 
For danger levels man and brute, 

And all are fellows in their need. 
Among the rest, Mazeppa made 
His pillow in an old oak's sliade — 
Himself as rough, and scarce less old. 
The Ukraine's Hctman, calm and bold ; 
But first, oulspent with tliis long course. 
The Cossack prince nibb'd down his hurse. 
And mode for him a leafy bed. 

And smoolh'd his fetlocks and his mane, 



And slack'd his girth, mid stripp'd hia reiii. 
And jofd to see how well he fed j 
for until now he had tlie dread 
Hia wearied courser might refuse 
To browse beueatli the midnight dews : 
But he was hardy as liia lord, 
And little cared for bed and board ; 
But spirited and docile too, 
Whate'er was to be done, would do. 
Shaggy and swift, and strong of limb, 
AH Tartar-like he carried him ; 
Obe/d his voice, and came to call, 
And knew hiju in the midst of all : 
Though thousands were around, — and Niglit, 
Without a star, pursued her flight, — 
That steed from sunset until duwn 
His chief vould follow like a fawn. 



^^ This done, Mazeppa spread his cloak, 

^L And laid his lance beneath his oak, 

^^1 Felt if hia arms in order good 

^^B llie long day's march had well withstood— 

^H If still the powder fill'd the pan, 

^H And flints unloosen'd kept their lock — 

^H His sabre's hilt and scabbard felt, 

^^H And wbetlier tliey had chafed his belt ; 

^^M And nest the venerable man, 

^^M From out his havresack and can, 

^^M Prepared and spread his slender stock ; 

^^M And to the monarch and his men 

^^M The whole or portion ofi'er'd tlieu 

^^1 With far less of inquietude 

^^M Tlian courtiers at a banquet would. 

^^1 And Charles of this his slender share 

^^M With smiles partook a moment tliere, 

^^1 To force of clicer a greater show, 

^^H And seem above both wounds and woe> 

^^H And then he said — " Of all our band, 

^^H Though firm of heart aud strong of hand, 
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In skirmish, march, or forage, none 

Can less have s.iid or more have done 

Than thee, Mnzeppa I On the earth 

So fit a pair had never birth. 

Since Alexander's dajs till now, 

As th; Bucephalus and thou : 

All Scythia's fame to thine should yield 

For pricking on o'er flood and field." 

Mazeppa answer" d — " 111 betide 

Tlie school wherein I learu'd to ride ! " 

Quoth Charles — " Old Hetman, wherefore »a. 

Since thou hast iearn'd the art so well ? " 

Mnzeppa said — '"Twere long to tell; 

And we have many a league to go, 

Wilh every now and then a blow. 

And ten to one at least tlic foe, 

Before our steeds may graze at ease. 

Beyond tlie swift Horyslhenes : 

And, Sire, your limbs have need of rest, 

And 1 will be the sentinel 

Of this your troop." — " But I request," 

Said Sncden's monarch, "thon wilt tell 

Tliis tale of thine, and I may reap. 

Perchance, from this the boon of sleep j 

I'or at this moment from my eyes 

The hope of jiresent slumber flies." 

" Well, Sire, with sucli a hope, I'll track 
My seventy years of memory back ; 
I think 'twas in my twentieth spring, — 
Ay, 'twos, — when Casimir was king — 
Joiin Casimir, — I was his page 
Sis summers, in my earlier age : 
A learned monarch, faith ! was he. 
And most unlike ynur majesty; 
Me miidc no wars, and did not gain 
Niw realms to lose them back again ; 
And (^ave debates in Warsaw's diet) 
He reign'd in most unseemly fjuiet ; 
Not tliHt lie had no c/ires to vex ; 







He loved the muses and the sex ; 
And sometimes these so froward are. 
They made hiin wish himself at var ; 
But soon liis wrath. being o'er, he took 
Another mistress, or new book : 
And then he gave prodigious ffitcs — 
AU Warsaw gather'd round his gatea 
To gaze upon his splendid court. 
And dames, and chiefs, of princelj port. 
He was the Polish Solomon, 
So sung his poets, all but one. 
Who, being unpension'd, made a satire. 
And boasted that he could not flatter. 
It was a court of jousts and mimes. 
Where every courtier tried at rhymes ; 
Even I for once produced some verses. 
And sign'd my odes ' Despairing Thyrsis.' 
There was a certain Palatine, 

A count of far and high descent, 
Eich as a sidt or silver mine ; ' 
And he was proud, ye may divine. 

As if from heaven he had been sent; 
He had such wealth in blood and ore 

As few could match beneath the throne ; 
And he would gnze upon his store, 
And o'er his pedigree would pore, 
Until by some confusion led, 
Wiiich almost look'd like want of head. 

He thought their merits were his own. 
His wife was not of his opinion ; 

His junior she by thirty years. 
Grew daily tired of his dominion; 

And, after wishes, hopes, and fears, 

To virtue a few farewell tears, 
A. restless dream or two, some glances 
At Warsaw's youth, some songs, and dances. 
Awaited but the usual chances. 



' ThU coiopariwra of ■ "lall mine" nny, perhnps, Iw pomiil.ud to n r.ilc. i 
nilUi of tbe oonuttj conuHs greatly id thu ult mbes. 



L 



Those happy accidents which remler 
The coldest dames so very tender. 
To deck her CouDt witli titles given, 
'Tia said, as passports into Leaven ; 
But, strange to say, they rarely boast 
Of these, who have deserved tLem must. 



" I was a goodly stripling then ; 

At seventy years I so may say. 
That there were few, or boys or men. 

Who, in my dawning lime of day. 
Of vassal or of knight's degree. 
Could vie in vanities with me; 
For I had strength, youth, gaiety, 
A port, not like lo tliia ye sec, 
But smooth, as all is rugged now ; 

For time, and care, and war, have plougU'd 
My very soul from out my brow; 

And thus I ahonld be disavow'd 
By all my kind and kin, could they 
Compare my day and yesterday; 
This change was wrought, too, long eru age 
Had ta'eu my features for liis page : 
With years, ye know, have not declined 
My strength, my courage, or my mind, 
Or at this hour I should not he 
Telling old tales beneath a tree. 
With starless skies my canopy. 

But let me on : Theresa's form — 
Methinks it glides before me now. 
Between me and you chestnut's bough, 

Tlie memory is so quick and warm; 
And yet I find no words to tell 
The shape of her I loved so well : 
She had tlie Asiatic eye. 

Such aa our Turkish neigh bourhiiod 

Hath mingled with our Polish blood. 
Dark aa above us is tlic sky ; 
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But tliTOUgh it stole a. tniider liglit. 
Like the lirst inoonrise of midnight; 
Large, dark, and swiraniiiig iii tlie stream, 
Which seem'd to melt to its own heam ; 
All love, half languor, and half fire. 
Like saints tliat at the stake expire. 
And lift their raptured looks on high, 
As though it were a joy to die.' 
A brow like a midsummer lake, 

Transparent with the sun therein. 
When waves no murmur dare to make, 

And heaven bcliolds her face within. 
A cheek and lip — but why proceed? 

I loved her tlien, L love her still; 
Aiid Buch as I am, love indeed 

In fierce extremes — in good and ill. 
But still we love even in our rage, 
And haunted to our verj age 
With the vain shadow of the past. 
As is Mazeppa to the last. 



"We met — we gazed — I saw, and aigh'd. 
She did not speak, and yet replied; 
There are ten thousand tones and signs 
We hear and see, but none defines — 
Involuntary sparks of thought. 
Which strike from out the heart o'erwrought. 
And form a strange intelligence. 
Alike mysterious and intense. 
Which link the burning cliain that bmds, 
Without their will, young hearts and minds; 
_ Conveying, as the electric wire, 

■ We know not how, the absorbing fire. 

I I saw, and sighM — in silence wept, 

I And still reluctant distance kept, 

H Until I was made known to her, 

I And we might then and there confer 



' ["UDtilit 
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"Without suspicion — then, even then, 

I long" (3, and was resolved lo speak ; 
But on my lips thej died again. 

The accents tremulous aud weak. 
Until one hour. — Tliere is a game, 

A frivolous and foolish play. 

Wherewith we while away the day ; 
It is — I have foi^ot the name — 
And we to this, it seeuis, were set, 
By some strange chance, which 1 forget : 
I reck'd not if I won or lost. 

It was enough for me to be 

So near to hear, aud oh ! to see 
Tlie being whom I loved the most. 
I watcli'd her ns a sentinel, 
{May ours this dark night watch as well !) 

Until 1 saw, and thus it was. 
That she was pensive, nor perceived 
Her occupation, nor was grieved 
Nor glad to luse or Rnin ; but still 
Play'd on for hours, as if her will 
Yet bound her to the place, though not 
That hers might be the winning lot.* 

Then through my brain the thought did p 
Even as a flash of lightning there, 
That there was something in her utr 
Which would not doom me lo despair; 
And ou the thought my words broke forth. 

All incoherent as they were ; 
Their eloquence was little worth. 
But yet slie listen'd — 'tis enough — 

Who hstens once will Ustcn twice; 

Her heart, be sure, is not of ice, 
And one refusal no rebuff. 



"I loved, and was beloved again — 
They tell me. Sire, you never knew 



For )Jut whii'li w 



Tliose gentle frailties ; if 'tis true, 
I shorten all my joy or pain ; 
To you 'twould seem absurd as vain ; 
But all meu ore not born to reign. 
Or o'er tlieir passions, or as you 
Thus o'er themselvea and iiatious too. 
I am — or mtlier waa — a prince, 

A chief of thousands, and could lend 

Them on where each would foremost bleed ; 
But could not o'er myself evince 
The like control — But to resume : 

\ loved, and was beloved again; 
In sooth, it is a happy doom, 

But yet wiiere happiest ends in pain. 
We met in secret, and the hour 
Which led me to that lady's bower 
Was fiery Expectation's dower. 
My days and nights were nothing — all 
Except that hour, which doth recall 
In the long lapse from youth to age, 

No other like itself: I'd give 

The Ukrame hack again to live 
It o'er once more, and be a page. 
The happy page, who was the lord 
Of one soft heart, and lits onn sword. 
And had no other gem nor wealth 
Save Nature's gift of youth and health. 
We met in secret — doubly sweet. 
Some say, they find it so to meet; 
I know not that — I would have given 

My hfe hut to have call'd her mine 
In the full view of earth and heaven; 

For I did oft and long repine 
That we could only meet by stealth. 



" For lovers there are many eyes, 

And such there were on us ; the devil 
On such occasions should be civil — 

The devil ! — I'uj loth to do hiui wrong. 



It might be some untowanl aaiiit, 
Who would not be at rest too long, 

But to his pious bile gave vent — 
But one (tar niglit, some lurking spies 
Surprised and seized us both. 
The Count was something more than wroth— 
1 was unarm'd ; but if in steel, 
All cap-a-pie from head to heel. 
What 'gainst their numbers could I do ? 
'Twas near his castle, far away 

Prom citj or &om succour near, 
And almost on the break of day ; 
I did not think to see another. 

My momenta seem'd reduced to few ; 
And with one prayer Ui Mary Mother, 

And, it may be, a saint or two. 
As I resigned me to my fate. 
They led me to the castle gate : 

Theresa's doom I never knew. 
Our lot was henceforth separate. 
An angry man, ye may opine, 
Was he, the proud Count Palatine ; 
Aud he had reason good to be. 

But he was most enraged lest such 

An accident should chance to touch 
Upon his future pedigree; 
Nor less amazed, that such a blot 
His noble 'scutcheon should have got, 
While he was highest of his line ; 

Because unto himself he seem'd 

Tlio first of men, nor less he deem'd 
In others' eyes, and most in mine. 
'Sdeuth I with a.page — perchance a king 
Had reconciled Idm to the thing; 
But with a stripling of a page — 
I felt — but cannot paint his rage. 



" "Bring forth the horse ! ' — the horse was brought j 
In truth, he was a noble steed. 
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A Tartar of the Ukraine breed, 
Who look'd as tliougli the ppecd of thought 
Were in his limbsi j but he was wild, 

Wild as tlie wild deer, and untaughr. 
With spur and bridle uiidefiled — 

"Twaa but a day he had been caught ; 
And snorting, with erected mane. 
And struggling Bercelj, but in vain, 
Li the full foam of wrath and dread 
To me the desert-bora was led : 
Thej bound me on, that menial throng, 
TJpou his back' with maiij a thong; 
Then loosed him with a sudden lash — 
Away !■ — awaj ! — and on we dash ! 
Torrents less rapid and less rash. 



" Away I — away ! — My breath was gone, 
I saw not where he hurried on : 
'Twos scarcely yet the break of day. 
And on he foam'd — away I — away ! • 
The last of human sounds which rose, 
As I was darted from my foes. 
Was the wild shout of savage laughter. 
Which on the wind carae roaring after 
A moment from that rabble rout : 
With sudden wrath I wrench'd my head. 
And snapp'd the cord, which to the mane 
Had bound my neck in hen of rein, 
And, writhing half my form about, 
Howl'd back my curse ; but 'midst the tread. 
The thunder of my courser's speed. 
Perchance they did not hear nor heed : 
It vexes me — for I would fain 
Have paid their insult back again. 
I paid it well in after days ; 
There is not of that castle gate. 
Its drawbridge and portcullis' weight. 
Stone, bar, moat, bridge, or barrier led ; 



Nor of its Gelds a blmle of grass. 
Save what grows on a ridge of wail. 
Where stood the hearth-stone of the liall ; 
And many a lime ye there might pass, 
Kor dream that e'er the fortress was. 
1 saw its turrets in a blaze, 
Tlieir crackling batUements all cleft, 

And the hot lead pour down bke rain 
From off the scorch'd and blackening roof. 
Whose thickness was not vengeance-proof. 

They little thought that day of pain, 
Whfn launcli'd, as on the lightning's flash, 
Tliey bade me to destruction dasli, 

That one day I should come again. 
With twice five thousand horse, to thank 

The Count for his uncourteous ride. 
They play'd me then a bitter prank. 

When, with the wild horse for my guid^ 
They bound me to his foaming flank : 
At leagtli I play'd them one as frank — 
For time at last sets all things even — 
And if we do but watch the hour. 
There never yet was human iwwcr 
Whicii could evade, if unforgiven. 
The patient search and vigil long 
Of bim who treasures up a wrong. 



" Away, away, my steed and I, 
Upon the pinions of the wind. 
All liuman dwellings left beliind ; 
We sped like meteors through the sty, 
When with its crackling sound the night 
Is chcquer'd with the northern light: 
Town — village — none were on our track. 

But a uild plain of fitr extent, 
And bounded by a forest black ; 

And, save the scarce seen bnttlement 
On distant heights of some stning liold. 
Against the Tartars built of old, 




No trace of man. Tlie yenr before 
A 'i'lirkish army had march'd o'er ; 
And where the Spahi's hoof hatli trod. 
The verdure tlies the bloody sod : 
The sky was dull, and dim, and gray. 

And a, low breeze crept moaning by — 

1 could have answer'd with a sigh — 
But fast we fled, away, away. 
And I could neither sigii nor prny ; 
Ami my cold sweat-drops fell like rain 
Upon the courser's bris'tling muiie ; 
But, snorting still with rage and fear. 
He flow upon his far career : 
At times I almost thought, indeed. 
He must have slacken'd in his speed ; 
But no — my bound and slender frame 

Was nothing to his angry might, 
And merely like a spar became ; 
Each motion which I made to free 
My swolii limbs from their agony 

Increased his fury and affright : 
I tried lay voice, — 'twas faint and low, 
But yet he swerved as from a blow ; 
And, starting to each accent, sprang 
As from a sudden trumpet's clang ; 
Meantime my cords were wet with gore. 
Which, oozing through my limbs, ran o'e 
And in my tongue the thirst became 
A something fierier far than flame. 



" We near'd the wild wood — 'twas so wide, 

I saw no bounds on either side; 

'Twas studded with old slurdy trees. 

That bent not to the roughest breeze 

Whicli howls down from Siberia's waste. 

And strips the forest in its hnste, — 

But these were few, and far between 

Set thick with shrubs more youiig and green, 



UAZEPFA. 

Ltixurianl with their annual lenvea, 
Ere strowii by those autumual evea 
That nip the forest's foliage dead. 
Discoloured with a lifeless red. 
Which stands thereon like stiffen'd gore 
Upon the slain when battle's o'er. 
And 3omc long winter's night hath shed 
Its frost o'er every tombless head, 
So cold and stark the raven's beak 
May peck unpierced each frozen cheek i 
"IVaa a wild waste of underwood. 
And here and there a chestnut stood. 
The strong oak, and the hardy pine ; 

Bat far apart — and well if. were. 
Or else a different lot were mine — 

The houghs gave way, and did not tear 
My limbs ; and 1 found strength to be&r 
Mj wounds, already scarr'd witb cold ; 
My bonds forbade to loose my hold. 
We rustled through the leaves like wind. 
Left shrubs, and trees, and wolves behind j 
By uiglit I heard them on the track. 
Their troop came hard upon our back, 
With their long gallop, which can tire 
The hound's deep hate, and hunter's Gre: 
Where'er we Hew they followed on, 
Nor left us with the morning sun; 
Behind I saw them, scarce a rood. 
At day-break winding through the wood. 
And through the night had heard their feel 
Their stealing, nistUng >tep repeat. 
Oh I how I wish'd for spear or sword. 
At least to die amidst tile horde. 
And perish — if it must be so — 
At bay, destroying many a foe. 
When first niy courser's race begun, 
I wisli'd the goal already won ; 
But now I doubled slreiigth and fpi-i-d. 
Vain doubt ! Iiis awift and savage breed 
Had ncivcd litm like the mountjuu-roe ; 




Nor faster falls the bliiuliiig snow 
Which whelms the peasant near the door 
Whose thresliolil he shall cross no more, 
Bewililer'd with the dazzling blast. 
Than through the forest-paths he past — 
Untired, untamed, and worse than wild ; 
All furious as a favoured child 
Balk'd of its wish ; or fiercer still — 
A woman piqued — who has her will. 



" The wood was past ; 'twas more than noon, 

But chill the air, although in June ; 

Or it might be my veins ran cold — 

Prolong'd endurance tames the bold; 

And I was theu not what I seem. 

But headlong as a wintry stream. 

And wore my feelings out before 

I well could count their causes o'er : 

And what with fury, fear, and wrath. 

The tortures which beset my path, 

Cold, hunger, sorrow, shame, distress, 

Thus bound in nature's nakedness; 

Sprung from a race whose rising blood 

When stirr'd beyond its calmer mood. 

And trodden hard upon, is like 

The rattle-snake's, in act to strike. 

What marvel if this worn-out trunk 

Beneath !ls woes a moment sunk ? 

Tlie earth gave way, the skies roll'd round, 

I seem'd to sink upon the ground; 

But err'd, for I was fastly bound. 

My heart turu'd sick, my brain grew sore. 

And throbb'd awhile, tiien beat no more : 

The skies spun hke a mighty wheel; 

I saw the trees like drunkards reel. 

And a slight flash sprang o'er my eyes. 

Which saw no farther ; be who dies 

Can die no more than then I died. 

O'crtorltued bj that ghastly ride. 



I felt the blackness come and go, 

And strove to wake ; but could not maka 
My senses climb up from below : 
I felt as on a plank at sea. 
When all the waves that dash o'er thee, 
At the same time upheave and whelm, 
And hurl thee towards a desert reabn. 
My undulating life was as 
The fancied lights tliat flitting pass 
Our shut eyes io deep midnight, when 
Fever begins upon the brain ; 
But soon it pass'd, with little pain. 
But a confusion worse than such : 
I own lliat I should deem it unci). 
Dying, to feel the same again ; 
And yet I do suppose we must 
Feel far more ere we turn to dust ; 
No matter; I have bared my brow 
Full in Death's face — before — and now. 



"My thoughts came back; where was IF Cold, 
And numb, and giddy : pulse by pulse 

Life reassumed its lingering bold. 

And throb by tbrob, — till grown a pang 
Which for a moment would couvulse. 
My blood rcflow'd, though thick and chill ; 

My ear with uncouth noises rang. 
My heart began once more to thrill ; 

My sight return'd, though dim ; alas ! 

And tlucken'd, as it were, with glass. 

Methought the dash of waves was nig^; 

ITiere was a gleam too of the sky. 

Studded with stars ; — it is no dream ; 

The wild horse swims the wilder stream I 

Tlic bright broad river's gushing tide 

Sweeps, winding onward, far and wide, 

Aiid we are lialf-way, struggling o'er 

To yon unknown and silent shore. 
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The waters broke my liotloir t.mnce, 




And witli a temporary strength 




My stiffeu'd linibs were rebaptised. 




lly courser's broad breast proudly braves. 




And (iaabes off the ascending waves. 




And onward we advance I 




"We reach the slippery shore at length. 




A haven I but little prized. 




For all behind was dark and drear, 




And all before was night and fear. 




How many hours of night or day 




In those suspended pangs I lay. 




I could not tell ; I scarcely knew 




If this were human brealb I drew. 




" With glossy skin, and dripping mane, 




And reeling limbs, and reeking Hank, 




The wild steed's sinewy nerves atill strain 




Up the repelling bank. 




We gain liie top : a boundless plain 




Spreads through the shadow of the night, 




And ouward, onward, onward, seems, 




Like precipices in our drmras. 




To stretch beyond t!ie sigjit ; 




And here and tliere a speck of white. 




Or scatter'd spot of dusky green, 




In masses broke into the light. 




Aa rose tlic moon upon my right: 




But nought distinctly seen 




In the dim waste would indicate 




The omen of a cottage gate ; 




No twinkling taper from afar 




Stood like a hospitable star; 




Not even an ignis-futuns rose 




To make him merry with my woes ; 




That very cheat had checHd me then 1 




Although detected, welcome still. 




fiemindiiig me, through every ill. 




Of the abodes of men. 






« 



" Onward we went— but alack aiid slow ; 

His savage force at lenglb o'erspeut, 
The drooping courser, fniut and low. 

All feebly foaming went. 
A sickly infant had had power 
To guide him forward in that hour ; 

But useless all to rac : 
His new-born tameness nought arail'd — 
My limbs were bound ; my force had faO'd, 

Perchance, had they been free. 
With feeble effort still I tried 
To rend the bonds so stjirkly tied, 

But still it was in vain; 
My limbs were only wrung the more. 
And soon the idle strife gave o'er. 

Which but prolonged their pain : 
The dizzy race seem'd almost done. 
Although no goal was nearly won : 
Some streaks announced the coming sun- 
How slow, alas ! he came I 
Methought that mist of dawning gray 
Would never dapple into day ; 
How heoriiy it roli'd uway — 

Before the east«rii flame 
Bose crimson, and deposed the stars, 
And cftU'd the radiance from their cars,* 
And SU'd the earth, from his deep throne. 
With lonely lustre, all his own. 



"Up rose the suu; tlie mists were curl'd 
Back from the solitary world 
WhioU lay arouni!, behind, before. 
What booted it to traverse o'er 
Flaiu, forest, river P Man nor brute, 
Nor dint of hoof, nor print of foot, 

* ('■RoMcTimiwii. mill furliule tlie *Uni 
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Lay in the wild luxuriant soil ; 
No sign of travel, none of toil ; 
Tbe very air was mute ; 
And not an insect's sliriU small horn. 
Nor matin bird's new voice was borne 
From herb nor thicket. Many a werst. 
Panting as if Iiis heart would burstj 
The weary brute still stagger'd on ; 
And still we were — or seem'd — alone : 
At length, while reeling on our way, 
Methought I heard a courser neigh, 
From out yon tuft of blackening firs. 
Is it the wind those branches stirs p 
No, no ! from out the forest prance 

A trampling troop ; I sec tliera coiue i 
In one vast arjuadron tliey advance ! 

I strove lo cry— my lips were dumb. 
Tlic steeds rush on in plunging pride; 
But where are they the reins to guide ? 
A thousand horse, and none to ride ! 
With flowing tail, and flying mane. 
Wide nostrils never streteh'd by pain, 
Moutl)s bloodless to the bit or rein. 
And feet that iron never shod. 
And flanks nnscarr'd by spur or rod, 
A thoU!>and horse, the wild, the free. 
Like waves that follow o'er the sea. 

Came thickly thundering on. 
As if our faint approach to meet; 
The sight re-nerved my courser's feel, 
A moment staggering, feebly 6eet, 
A moment, with a faint low neigh. 

He answer'd, and then fell; 
With gasps and glazing eyes he lay. 

And reeking limbs immoveable. 
His first and bst career is done ! 
On came the troop^they sawhiin stoop. 

They saw me strangely bound along 

His back with many a bloody thong : 
They stop, they start, they snuff the air. 



Gallop a. moment liere aud there, 
Approach, letire, wheel round and round. 
Then plunging back with sudden twuiid, 
Headed b; one blaek might; steed, 
Who seem'd the patriarch of Win breed. 

Without a single sgteck or hair 
Of whit« upon his shaggr hide ; 
They snort, they foam, neigh, swerve aside^ 
And backward to the forest fly. 
By instinct, from a human eye. 

They left me there to my despair, 
Link'd to the dead and ^tiifeinng wretch, 
Whoae lifeless limbs bcneatii me strelch. 
Relieved from that unwonted weight, 
From whence I could not extricate 
Nor him nor me — and tliere we ky, 

The dying on the dead ! 
I little deera'd another day 

Would sec my houseless, helpless head. 

"And there from morn to twilight bound, 

I felt the heavy hours toil round, 

With just enough of life to see 

My last of suns go down on ine. 

In hopeless certainty of mind, 

That makes as feel at length resign'd 

To that which our foreboding years 

Present the worst and last of fears : 

Ineviljible — cren a boon. 

Nor more unkind foe coming soon. 

Yet shunn'd and dreaded with such care. 

As if it only were a snare 

Tliat prudence might escape : 
At times both wisli'd for and implored. 
At times sought with self-pointed sword. 
Yet still a dark and hideous clo^e 
To even inloierable woes. 

And welcome in no shape. 
And, strange to say, (he sons of plen«nre, 
Thej who have reveli'd beyond n 




In beauty, wassail, witie, and treasure. 
Die calm, or calmer, oft than he 
\Viose heritage was misery : 
for he »ho hath in turn run through 
All that was beautiful and new, 

Hath uought to hope, and nought to leave ; 
And, save the future, (which is view'd 
Not quite as men are base or good. 
But as their nerves maj be endued,) 

With nouglit perhapa to grieve : 
The wretch still hopes his woes must end, 
Aud Death, whom he should deem his fricud. 
Appears, to his distemjwr'd ejes. 
Arrived to rob him of his prize. 
The tree of his new Paradise. 
To-morrow would liave given Iiim all, 
Bcpaid his pangs, repair'd his fall ; 
To-morroir would have been the firsl 
Of dajs no more deplored or curst. 
But briglit, and long, and beckoning years. 
Seen dazzhng through the mist of tears, 
Guerdou of many a painful hour; 
To-morrow would have given him power 
To nde, to shine, to smite, to save — 
And must it dawn upon Ids grave ? 



"The sun was sinting — still I liiy 

Chained to the chill and stiffening steed, 
I thought to mingle tliere oar clay; 

And uiy dim eyes of death had need. 

No hope arose of being freed : 
I cast my last looks up the sky. 

And there between me and the sun 
I saw the expecting raven fly. 
Who scarce would wait till both should die. 

Ere his repast begun ; 
He flew, and perch'd, then flew once inure. 
And each time nearer than before ; 
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I Mw his wing through twilight flit. 




And oucc so near me he alit 




I could have smote, but kcfd tlie strength; 




But the slight motion of my hand, 




And feeble scratching of the sand. 








Which scarcely could be called a voice. 




Together scared him off at length. 




1 know no more — my latest dream 




Is something of a lovely star 




Which tix'd my dull eyes from nfar. 




And went and came with wandering beam. 




And of the cold, duU, swimming, dense 




Sensation of recurring sense. 




And then subsiding back to death. 




And then again a little breath. 


^B 


A little tlirill, a short suspense, 


^H 


An icy sickness curdling o'er 


■ 


My heart, and sparks that cross'd my braiu— 




A gasp, a throb, a start of pain. 


I 


A sigh, and nothing more. 




" I woke — where was I ?~Dij I see 


^H 


A human face look down on me? 


^^^^^ 


And doth a roof above me close ? 


^^^^^L 


Do these Hmbs on a couch repose? 


^^^^^1 


Is this a chamber where I lie? 


^^^^^P 


And is it mortal jon bright eye. 


^^^^^M 


That watches me with gentle glance ? 


^^^^H 


I closed my own again once more. 


^^^^^1 


Aa doubtful that my former trance 


^^^^^1 


Could not as yet be o'er. 


^^^^H 


A slender girl, long-hair'd, and tall. 


^^^^^1 


Sato watcliing by the cottage wall ; 


^^^^^B 


The sparkle of her eye I caught. 


^^^^^M 


Even with my first return of thought ; 


^^^^H 


For ever and anon she threw 


^^^^H 


A prying, pitying glance on me 


1 


With her black eyes so wild and freei 




I 

I 
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I gazed, and gazed, until I knew 

No vision it could be, — 
But that I lived, and was released 
From adding to the vulture's fea.st : 
And when the Cossack maid beheld 
My heavy eyes at length unseai'd, 
She smiled — aud I essay'd to speak. 

But fail'd — and she approach 'd, and made 

With lip and finger signs that said, 
I must not strive as yet to break 
The silence, till my strength should be 
Enough to leave my accents free ; 
And then her hand on mine she laid. 
And smooth'd the pillow for my head. 
And stole along on tiptoe tread. 

And gently oped the door, and spake 
In whispers — ne'er was voice so sweet ! 
Even music follow'd her light feet ; 

But those she call'd were not awake. 
And she went forth ; hut, ere she pass'd. 
Another look on me she cast. 

Another sign she made, to say, 
That I had nought to fear, that oil 
Were near, at my command or call. 

And she would not delay 
Her due return : — while she was gone, 
Methonght I felt too much alone. 



"She came with mother and with sire — 
What need of more ? — I will not tire 
With long recital of the rest. 
Since I became the Cossack's guest. 
They found me senseless on the plain. 

They bore me to the nearest Imt, 
They brought me into life again — 
Me— one day o'er their realm to reign ! 

Thus the vain fool who strove to glut 
His rage, refining on mj pain, 
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Sent me forth to the wilderness. 
Bound, naked, bleeding, and alone. 
To pass the desert to u throne, — 

What mortal his own doom miiy gueas? 

Let none despond, let none despair ! 
To-morrow the Borysthenes 
May sec our coursers graze at e-^e 
Upon his Turkish bank, and never 
Had I such welcome for a river 

As I shall yield when safely there.* 
Comrades, good night!" — The Hetraaii threw 

His length beneath the oak-tree shade. 
With leafy couch already made, 
A bed nor comfortless nor new 
To him, who took his rest whene'er 
The hour arrived, no matter where : 

His eyes the hastening slumbers steep. 
And if ye marvel Charles forgot 
To thank his tole, ie wonder'd not, — 

The king liiul been an hour asiet'[i. 

* ["CLarlea, hsTiDg perdeiTed that the da; wu lost, flml to a |iliwe wIM hn^l 
volochDA, lilualeil in the uiglo Ibmied b; (he junotiun of the VonkU ukl Or* 
PoiTBthenM. Hore, BCcompiuiied bj Mueppa, »dJ a few hnndredi of hts fi>llawK« 
Chtrle* swam oicr the hitt^ great river, t£d at laiigtU reuihed tha Bug, vli«ra he «u 
kiudlj receiTe>l hy the Tarkinh pulu. Tba Kussukti earof at the Sublima Piau 
ilemiuidHl that Mueppa iboold be dalinred up t'l Pi^r, bnt the olii Hetman of tli« 
Ciwucka escaped this iate bj takinf K ilueaiie which hutsDH hit death." — BaaloT^ 
J'tU. the Grtol, pp. 109-203.] 
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oi. 



CHBiSTIAN AND HIS COMBADBS. 



ADVERTlSJiiMENT. 



Tub foundation of the following story will be found partly in 
Lieutenant Bligh's " Narrative of the Mutiny and Seizure of the 
Bounty^ in the South Seas, in 1789;'' and partly in "Mariner's 
Account of the Tonga Islands/' 



Gmiqa, 1828. 



INTRODUCTION TO THE ISLAND. 



Oji th« 2Sth of Apiil, 1739, tlic Boimtj wu aa ita mj from Otahsitc vith a 
of bread-fruit trcea, wtiob the Snglub (lorersiDeiit wighsd to utunliae in the _ 

lodiei, «heB the Ivger purt of tbe crev, heailad bj Cbiutiaa, tba mate, land tt* 
comnuLnder, CHplain Bligh, and lannched him, together vilh o^teen otlwn, vbii 
remained Guthfal tu tlieir dntj, in ui open Wt apon the vido ocean. The nHuindn, 
twent^-cigkt in number, of whom four irere deUdned sgunst theit «iU, art Mil la 
TaobuDiu, ona of the Friendly Islnnda. TheDoe they retomed to Otsliale, vfaa* 
Cbitsuanbuided theniajorityof the mulineen, while himwlfuid eight of luiaamnitM 
Tent bMik (u Tuobonai, irith tbe intenlioa of lettling there. Tbe nadre* Tegarding tbrn 
u inlruden, Christian uid his compui; igaio pat lo sot, ftod eatabliijied Uwouilm. 
in ITSO, apon Pitcaim'B liLind, vhiah wm Chen nninhnbited. Captain BUgb, *it)i 
tvelre of his men, got safe to England, and the Pandora waa despalehed to OUbdIc 
to apprehend the mntinuen. Fourt^n ven captured, and of theee Conr ware drowmd 
on the Toyagi^ and lliree eiecDte<I in England, It was in antidpatioo of tbe «arch 
tbrtfaem at OUhrale that Christian and liis piul^ Bought a Bccarer home, and tiur 
took the further precaution la bum the ship ai noon ai thej wHe aetlleil apoa 
Fitcuro'i Island. No aoe guessed what had beoome of them, till the captata ot ai 
Amerioui resiel chanced, in 1S09, to stop at their place of retreat, and leunttbau 
ourioos storj. Thtij bad carried with them &om Utaheite eix Tahitian men and tvelw 
women. Qoarrela broke out, a war of raoes Mmmanced, and ultimatelr the mat 
Bngliibmea were killed or died, with the exception of one Smith, who aaramtd tbt 
name of Adams, and wu the patriarch of the coloDf, which amuutit«l ia all ta thirtj- 
fire. Adams, touched bj the tragedies he had witnesaed, had tnined nptho half-OMU 
'.kilJrea of bimeelf and his couotrTmen in tbe waj thej shonld go, and thej pfmafl 
the lingaiex spectacle of a laonl, a united, and a happj &mil<r, aprung fiuia a eoloDj 
af ferddaas mutineers. Such was the romanee upon which the poet foiuuled tbe tak 
of " The Island," though he has injudidonslj ioterworen with the ceatim] namtin 
a Barrelloiu incident from Mariner, which relates to an enlirelj dillerent adTcntoie; 
It will be secD that Lord Byron has oflen departed from hi* autboritie*, and ve than 
the general opiniaa in thinking that the piece would have gained in poetic effect if b 
had adbnred more cIumIjt to historic truth. Tbe opening lines, deicripliTe of snniiis 
at tea, and the twelfth section of the setnnd canto, are worthy nf the author, bnt Iki 
bulk <if the tale is feebly Temified, nnd Mldom remind* ui of tbe master-hind whiii 
penned the heroics of "TheCoraair" and "Lara." "The Isliii.d" waii wrilirB « 
Qaana, oarlj in 1 ?SS, and published in Jant. 



THE ISLAND" 



CANTO THE FIRST. 



Thb morning watch was come; the vessel lay 
Her course, and gently made her liquid way ; 
The cloven billow flasli'd from off her prow 
In farrows form'd by that majestic plough ; 
The waters with their world were all before; 
Behind, the South ^a's many an islet shore. 
The quiet night, now dappling, 'gan to wuue, 
Dividing dnrkness from the dawning main ; 
The dolpliiris, not unconscious of the day. 
Swam higl), as eager of the coming ray ; 
The stars from broader beams began to creep. 
And lift tlieir shining eyelids from the deep ; 
The sail resumed its lately shadow'd wliite, 
And the wind flutter'd with a freshening fliglit; 
The purpling ocean owns the coming sun. 
But ere he break — a deed is to be done. 



The gallant chief «-ithin his cabin slept. 
Secure in those by whom the watch was kept- 
His dreams were of Old England's welcome shore, 
Of toils rewarded, and of dangers o'er; 



THB lELAND. [ou 

His name wbb added to the glorious roll 

Of those who search the storm-amrouiided Pule. 

The worst was over, aud the rest seem'd sure,' 

And why should not his slumber be secure P 

Alas ! his deck was trod by uuwilliog feet. 

And wilder hands would hold the vessel's sheet; 

TouDg hearts, which lauguish'd for soint- sunny isle, 

"Where summer years and summer women smilej 

Wen without country, wiio, too long esiraiiged, 

Had found no native liome, or found it changed. 

And, half uncivilised, preferr'd the cave 

Of some soft savage to the uncertain wave — 

The gushiDg fruits tliat nature gave untill'd ; 

The wood without a path hut where they will'd; 

The field o'er which promiscuous Plenty poui'd 

Her horn ; the equiil hind without a lorii ; 

The wish — which ages have not yet subdue-d 

In man— to have no master save bis mood;' 

The earth, whose mine was on ils face, unsold, 

The glowing sun aud produce all its gohl ; 

llie freedom whicli can call each grot a home ; 

The general garden, where all steps may roam. 

Where Nature owns a nation as her cliild. 

Exulting in the enjoyment of t]f wild ; 

Their shells, their fruib, the only wealtii tiiey know. 

Their uneiploring navy, the canoe; 

Their sport, the dashing breakers and tlie chase j 

ITieir strangest sight, au European face : — 

Such was the country which these strangers ycam'il 

To see again ; a sight they dearly earn'd. 



the obJMt of the vojiigt wai ■tuincd, kud too ihirdi of it now oonpld 
rcniivlnuig volt bad cvcrj pi^iapMt of roixMn." — ULruH.] 

- ["Tfac Komcn of Utoluite m luuidsome, mild, ud dicvrfnl ia rw 

eoDTemtian, ponHucd oT gmt ■cniibilitj, ud lun nifGcitFat ddiovjr W oak* Ib^ 

bo iidniirad uid hclored. nievhivfaw(ir<iamnctiMtBcliedluourpt<ipl«, Ihallbajnibr 

memingfdtlwiraUj'ninotigtlwin tbati ntbcmue, md ctbii oiblatlmB pwii—«f 1m» 

I. Uuder thcM and muj otlier e^)llooIIliUtlt nituiiuUiKK H unftA WtJIy 

« in* unlijnt of eurpriM tb*t > Mt of ailon, nioit nf Oino rrii of wmmiltcn 

■III lis l(d twit)', when thff bnd the tmver nf Giiug thrniKJtis. In tb« nidM rf 

\y, in one of the Buat ubnds in tbu vcrrLl, wben tben wm bu Bi M itj to bbdac, 

where tile nlltinmeDta of dinijiUiua tie bejond mj suiiOe|>liuii tlimt an Im tutmii 
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Awake, bold Bligh ! the foe is at the gate ! 

Awake ! awake ! Alaa ! it is too late I 

Fiefcelj beside thy cot the mutineer 
Stands, and proclaims the reign of rage and fear. 
Tliy limbs are bound, the bayonet at thy breast ; 
The hands, which trembled at thy voice, arrest ; 
Dragg'd o'er the deck, no more at thy command 
The obedient helm shall veer, the sail expand j 
That savage spirit, which would lull by wrath 
Its desperate escajje from duty's path. 
Glares round thee, in the scarce believing eyes 
Of those who fear the chief they sacrifice : 
For ne'er can mail his conscience all assuage. 
Unless lie drain the wine of passion — rage. 



In vain, not silenced by the eye of death, 
Thou call'at the loyal with thy menaced breath : — 
They come not ; they are few, and, overawed. 
Must acquiesce, while sterner hearts applaud. 
In vain thou dost demand tlie cause : a curse 
Is all the answer, with the threat of worse, 
li'ull in thine eyes is waved the glittering blade, 
Close to thy throat the pointed bayonet laid. 
The levell'd muskets circle round thy breast 
In hands as steel'd to do the deadly rest. 
ThoQ dar'st them to their worst, exclaiming — " i'ir 
But they who pitied not could yet admire ; 
Some lurkii^ remnant of their former awe 
Bestrain'd them longer than their broken law ; 
They would not dip their souls at once in blood, 
But left thee to the mercies of the flood,' 



* ["Jut before suoriH), while I wu ret ajlecp, Ur. ChriaUan, with the muter >t 
trwt, ^imei'i ni*tc, and Thomu Burkitl, ksiomi, oune inM my cabin, and. wuiag 
rue. tied in; honits with B cord behiod m; back, threaletiing me with iaatint death if I 
spoke or Ptade the l«ut aoiEc, I nsvertlic^lea called oot u luad w I could, in bapui 
u[ uniMiuioe ; but the oflicoTB not of their put; vera already Kcurcd by KntlueU nt 
thor doan. At m; own cabin dear were three men, beiidea the fiiur wilbiu ; all 
iixoe[>t Christian had tnnakels ud bajancta ; he bad onl; a entlaao. I wm dniggcd 
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" Hoist oot the boat !" tss now the leader's cry ; 

And who dare answer "Xo!" to Mndnr, 

In the first dawning of the drunken hour, 

'Die Saturnalia of unhoped-for power? 

The boat is lower'd with all the haste of hate, 

With its flight plank between thee &nd tbj fate; 

Her only cargo such a scant supply 

As promises the death their hands deny; 

And just enough of water and of bread 

I'o keep, some days, the dying from the dead : 

Some cordax^, canvass, sails, and lines, and twin^ 

But treasures alt to hermits of the brine, 

Were added after, to the earnest prayer 

Of those who saw no hope, save sea and air; 

And la»t, that trembling vassal of the Pole — 

The feeling compass — Navigation's soul,' 



And now the self-elected chief finds time 

To stun the first sensation of his crime. 

And raise it in his followers — " Ho ! the bowl '."* 

Iiest passion should n^turn to reason's shoal. 

"Braudy for heroes!"* Burke could once exclaim — 

No doubt a liquid path to epic fame; 

<M of bed, uid tjmd on drcfc is mf (hill On demwuluig iIm itww 
TKilnm, the only uuver «*■ abuae for net holding mj toBp»- Tbe boitivMi m 
llwii ordeml U holit oat the luiBdi, aeoomiiwued I7 ■ threat, it kc did sot de ft 
insUntJy. to tak« oat of hinueir. The boat heinf: hcHBti-d uot, Hr. UeTvnrd aad 
Xr. Uilliit, two of the midahipmen, and Xi. P-t-*'. tha elcik, ven oidoiHl tab: It. 
I denuDded the Lnteutiun of giTing thia order, and endeaToond lo pemude tiit fwi'lt 
Dfar ma not to pcnist in lach acta of Tiolenn ; bnt it *■* la u-> rCiTt : fc* tW 
oonataiit uuver waa, 'Hold ;oar loogat, otjvB are i1«d tlii* BudMnt '.'" — Buan.) 

* ["The boatnun, and th«c B«mu who wtn to be I'lil in (1» bual, •«* 
tllnwed to collect tvioe, casTifii, linei, lula, eordaer, and an eight-aadlvmt^.falliB 
taik bT vatcr ; and Mr. Samuel gut one hiuidred and &ltj pasndi of bwad with a 
amall qnaotitj of rnm and wioe; aJso a qnadnat and eonpaH." — Bu4a.] 

* [" The niDlineen baiing that fumd thoe of tha muuo «boB tkaj «Ued la 
frt nd of into the boat, Chrisliaii diiected a diau to be mvad to ndl <d Ul a>w.~ — 
Buna.} 

* |lt KM Dt, JohuaoD who thai (tm hononr to Coruf.— " B* ••■ ftnmki.'' 
«iji Biavctl. "la Uk> OM gkan of slant. Ba think bla bead. Mud ^d, 'hat 
ilulf !— Mo, Sir, elant i> the Hqwr G^r boji ; pv* (bt nm ; bat ht who BTiMM tt ta 
t bou 'aoiUuO nut diink Imdj."'] 
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And sueii tiie new-bom heroes found it liere, 
Aud draiu'd the draught vitU an applauding cheer. 
"Huzza! for Otaheite!" was the cry. . 
How strange such shouts from sons of Mutiny 1 
The gentle island, and the genial soil, 
The friendly hearts, the feasts without a toil. 
The courteous manners but from nature caught. 
The wealth unhoarded, and the love unbouglit ; 
Could these have charms for rudest sea-boys, driven 
Before the mast by every wind of heaven ? 
And now, even now prepared with otliers' woes 
To earn mild Virtue's vain desire, repose ? 
Alsa I such is our nature I all but aim 
At the same end by pathways not the same ; 
Our means, our birth, our nation, and our iiaiiie. 
Our fortune, temper, even our outward frnnie. 
Are far more potent o'er our yielding clay 
Than auglit we know beyond our little day. 
Yet still tliere whispers the small voice within. 
Heard through Gain's sOence, and o'er Glory's din ; 
"Whatever creed be taught, or land be trod, 
Man's conscience is the oracle of God. 



Tlie launch Is crowded with the faithful few 
Who wait their chief, a melancholy crew -. 
But some remain'd reluctant on tlie deck 
Of that proud vessel — now a moral wreck — 
And view'd their captain's fate with piteous eyes; 
While others scoff'd Ins augur'd miseries, 
Sneer'd at the prospect of liis pigmy sail. 
And the sHght bark so laden and so frail. 
The tender nautilus, who steers his prow. 
The sea-born sailor of his shell canoe, 
I'he oceau Mab, tlie fairy of the sea. 
Seems far less fragile, and, alas ! more free. 
He, wjieu the lightning- win g'd tornados sweep 
TTie surge, is safe — his port is in the deep — 
And triumplis o'er the armadas of mankind. 
Which shake the world, yet crumble in ihi: « iJid. 



THE ISLAinx 



When all was now prepared, the vessel clear 
Which hail'd her master in the mutineer, 
A seaman, less obdurate than his mates, 
Sliow'd the vain pity which but irritates ; 
Watch'd his late chieftain with eiploring eve, 
And told, in signs, repentant sympathy ; 
Held the moist shaddock to his parched mouth. 
Which felt exhaustion's deep and bitter droath. 
But soon observed, this gaardian was withdnwn. 
Nor furlhex mercy clouds rebellion's dawn.' 
Then forward stepp'd tlie hold and froward boy 
His chief had cherish'd only to destroy. 
And, pointing to the helpless prow beneath, 
Exclaim'd, " Depart at once ! dehiy is death !" 
Yet then, even then, his feelings ceased not all : 
In that last moment could a word recall 
Remorse for the bkck deed as yet half done. 
And what he hid from many sliow'd to one : 
When Bligh in stem reproacli demanded where 
Was now his grateful sense of former care p 
Where all his hopes to see his name aspire. 
And blazon Britain's thous^ind glories higher ? 
His feverish lips thus broke their gloomy »pel], 
"'Tisthat! 'tis that! I am in hell ! iuholi!"* 
No more he said; but ui^iiig to the bark 
His chief, commits him to his fragile ark; 
These the sole accents from his tongue that fell. 
But volumi's lurk'd below his fierce farewell. 



' ["Iiuc HarUn, 1 uw, Wl ui ineliiutiaii to unit me ; wid as h« U tM W 
■hnddock, mj Ufa bang qnito parohBl, wc Fiplun'd uuh otlisr'i (entiDusti bj M 
But thia wu obatmd, tsd bs «iu nmavoL He tluni gat inlo llu liiiat, bqt <rs 
•unpaUed la nttun." — Buas.] 

* ["Chmtku then aaid, 'Come, Captiua Bllgh. four offioen and nan an ao« la 
the boat, and jon miut go with Ihem.' Without furthfr wreman;, I waa fmal ana 
the aids ti} a triba of armed ruSuis, where Ihij untied nij handa. Aft^ lurai( 
bwn ke]it for aome ^me to make aport for tluaa uifeeling wrvtehaa, aud haiu( 
nndergoue much ridienle, «o w«rc at leuiftli caat adrift in the ogien ooas. Vbaa ■< 
vera aeDt awaj, ' Huna for OlahrlU 1 ' ni freqanitlj bouil amung tlw matiiwan. 
VThile thejr Here ftindiig tan out uf tile ihip, 1 naked Clkriitian whether thia vai a 
prvipcr retnni for Uw man) iurtaueea ho had eiperiEncvil uf bij fri«iidaliip T Bi 
appeared diatubed at the qniBtioii, aud auiwered, with mnch onotion, 'Thai 
Captain Bligh that btbeUunt— lam in hell— 1 am in hell I'"— Buon.] 
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The arctic smi rose broad above l.be wave ; 

The breeze now sank, now whisper'd from his cave; 

As on the .^ohau harp, bis Qtful wings 

Now swell'd, now liutter'd o'er Ilia ocean strings. 

With slow, despairing oar, the abandon'd skiff 

Ploughs its drear progress to the scarce seen cliff. 

Which lifts its peak a cloud above t!ic main : 

TAal boat and ship sJiall never meet again ! 

But 'tis not mine to tell their tale of grief. 
Their constant peril, and their scant rehef ; 
Their days of danger, and their mghts of paiu; 
Their manly courage even when deem'd in vain; 
The sapping famine, rendering scarce a son 
Known to his mother in the skeleton; 
The ills that lessen'd still their little store. 
And starved even Hunger till he wrung no mere , 
The varying frowns and favours of tiic deep. 
That now almost ingulfs, then leaves to creep 
With crazy oar and shatter'd strength along 
The tide tliat yields reluctant, to the strong; 
llie incessant fever of that arid thirst 
Which welcomes, as a well, the clouds that burst 
Above their naked bones, and feels delight 
In the cold drenching of the stormy uigbt, 
And from the outspread canvass gladly wrings 
A drop to moisten life's all-gasping springs; 
The savage foe escaped, to seek again 
More hoapitabie shelter from the main ; 
The ghastly spectres which were doom'd at last 
To t«ll as true a tale of dangers past, 
As ever the dark annals of the deep 
Disclosed for man to dread or woman weep. 



We leave them to their fate, but not unknown 
Nor nnredress'd. Revenge may have her own : 
Roused discipline aloud proclaims their cause. 
And injured navies urge ciieir broken laws. 
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Pursue we on his track the mutineer, 
'Whom distant vengeance had not taught to fear. 
Wide o'er the wave — away ! away ! away ! 
Once more his eyes shall hail the welcome bayj 
Once more the happy shores without a law 
Eeceive the outlaws whom they lately saw ; 
Nature, and Nature's goddess — woman — woos 
To lands where, save their conscience, none accuse 
Where all partake the earth without dispute, 
And bread itself is gather'd as a fruit ; ' 
Where none contest the fields, the woods, the 
The goldless age, where gold disturbs no dreams. 
Inhabits or inhabited the shore. 
Till Europe taught thern better than before : 
Bestow'd her customs, and amended theirs. 
But left her vices also to their heirs. 
Away with tliis ! behold thera as they were. 
Do good with Nature, or with Nature err. 
"Huzza! for Otaheite!" was the cry. 
As stately swept the gallant vessel by. 
The breeze springs up ; the lately flapping s&il 
Eitends ita arch before the growing gale ; 
In Hwifter ripples stream aside the seas. 
Which her bold bow flings ojT with dasliiug ease. 
Thus Argo" plough'd the EuitiTie's virgin foam, 
But those she wafted still look'd l)ack to home; 
These spurn their country with their rebel bark, 
And fly her as the raven fled the ark ; 
And yet they seek to nestle with the dove. 
And tame their fiery sjiirita down lo love. 



I which n*pl4iiii Bligh'i 



* The nor wlebnted biwd-frait, lo tmuplnii 

" ^Tbe twmI in wbidb Jmod embarked iniuest L^f Ihe gotden Sew*.] 



CANTO THE SECOND. 



I 



How pleasant were the songa of Toobonai,' 

When summer's sun went down the coral bay I 

Come, let us to the islet's softest shade. 

And hear the warbling hinh ! the damaels said ; 

The wood-dove from the forest depth shall coo. 

Like voices of tlie gods from Bolotoo ; 

We'll cull tie flowers that grow above the dead, 

For these most bloom where rests the warrior's head ; 

And we will sit in twilight's face, and see 

The sweet moon glancing through the tooa tree. 

The lofty accents of whose sighing bough 

Shall sadly please us as we lean below ; 

Or climb the steep, and view the surf in vain 

AVrestle with rocky gianls o'er the main. 

Which spurn in columns back the baffled spray. 

How beautiful are these ! how happy they. 

Who, from the toil and tumult of tbeir lives. 

Steal to look down where nought but oceau strivesi 

Even he too loves at times the blue lagoon, 

And smooths his ruffled mane beneath the moon. 



Yes — from the sepulclire we'll gather flowers, 
Tiien feast like spirits in their promised bowers. 



' Tb* Gnt throe seotions ai 



roiD &n aetvti toog of tlie Tddrb Iiluidens, ct 
•hieh a proee traDslation is ^Tea in "Mariner'B Acconct of (lie TuDgi UUndi." 
TooboBii is not howeicj one of [hem ; bat ir»a "ne of Ihow where OiruliMi ud the 
■nutineen toulc refuge. I bare altered imd utded, but baTs rttaiBfi] »» much ■■ 
poanblc of thi Driginal. 




THE la-AND- I" 

'I'lien (iluiige OTiJ revel in tlie roUiug surf, 

Theu lay our limbs aloug tiie tender turf, 

Aiid, wet and shining from the sportive toil. 

Anoint our bodies with the fragrant oil, 

Aud plait our garlands gather'd from the grave, 

Aud wear the wreaths that sprung from out the briivc 

But lo 1 night comes, the Moou wous us back. 

The sound of mats are heard along our track ; 

Anon the torchlight dance shall fling its AJieen 

In flashing mazes o'er the Marty's greenj 

And we too wOl be there ; we too recall 

The memory bright with many a festival, 

Kre Fiji blew the shell of war, when foes 

For the first time were wafted in canoes. 

Alas I for them the flower of mankind bleeds ; 

Alas I for them our fields are rank with weeds ; 

Forgotten is the rapture, or unknown, 

Of wandering with the moon and love alone. 

But be it so : — (Aty taught us how to wield 

'I'he club, and rain our arrows o'er the field : 

Now let them reap the harvest of their art ! 

But feast to-night ! to-morrow we depart. 

Strike up the (hiiice ! the cava bowl fill high I 

Drain every drop t — to-morrow we may die. 

In summer garments be our limbs array'd ; 

Around our waists the tnjipa's white displaj'd; 

Thick wreaths shall forui our coronal, like spring's, 

And round our necks sliall glauce the hooni strings j 

So shall their brighter hues cuutrasl the glow 

Of tlie dusk bosoms that beat high below. 



Dut now the dance is o'er — yet stay awhile; 
Ah, pause 1 nor yet put out the social smile. 
To-morrow for the Mooa we depart, 
But not to-night — to-night is for the heart. 
Again bestow the wreaths we gently woo. 
Ye young enchantresses of gay Licoo I 
How lovely are your forms ! Iiow every scum 
Bows to your beauties, softcn'd, but intense. 
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Like to the flowera on Mataloco's steep. 
Which fling their flagrance far athwart the deep !- 
We too will see Licoo ; but — oh 1 my heart !— 
What do I say ? — to-morrow we depart ! 



Thus roae a song — the harmony of times 
Before the winds blew Enrope o'er these climes. 
True, they bad vices — such are Nature's growth- 
But only the barbarian's — we have both ; 
The Bordor of civilisation, mix'd 
With all the savage which man's fall hath fii'd, 
Wlio batti not seen Dissimulation's reign, 
Tlie prayers of Abel iink'd to deeds of Cain ? 
Who such wonld see may from his lattice view 
The Old World more degraded than the New,— 
Now new no more, save where Columbia rears 
Twin giants, bom by Freedoin to her spheres. 
Where Chimborazo, over air, earth, wave, 
Glares with his Titan eye, and sees no slave. 



Such was this ditty of Tradition's days. 
Which to the dead a lingering fame conveys 
In song, where fame as yet hath left no sign 
Beyond the sound whose charm is half divine ; 
Which leaves no record to the sceptic eye. 
But yields young history all to harmony ; 
A boy Achilles, with the centaur's lyre 
In hand, to teach him to surpass his sire. 
Tor one long-cherish'd ballad's simple stave, 
Rung from the rock, or mingled with the wave. 
Or from the bubbling streamlet's grassy side, 
Ur gathering mountain echoes as they glide. 
Hath greater power o'er each true heart and ear. 
Than all the columns Conquest's minions rear ; 
Invites, when hieroglyphics are a theme 
For sages' labours, or the student's dream ; 
Attracts, when History's volumes are a toil, — 
The first, the freshest bud of I'eeliug's soil. 
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Such wns tliis mde rhvnie — rhyme is of the rade — 

Bat sach inspired the Norseman's sohtade, 

Who came and conquer'd; such, wherever rise 

Lands uhich no foes destroy or rivilise, 

Exist : and vliat can our accomplUh'd art 

Of Tcrse do more than reach the awaken'd heart t 



And sweetly now those niitaoght mdodiea 
Broke the luxurious silence of the skies. 

The sweet siesta of a summer day, 

ITie tropic afternoon of Toobonai, 

When every tlower was bloom, aud aii was balm. 

And the lir^t breath began to stir the pahn. 

The first yet voiceless wind to u^ the wave 

All gently to refresh the thirsty cave. 

Where sat the songstress with the stranger boj. 

Who taught her passion's desolating joy. 

Too powerful over every heart, but most 

O'er those who know not how it may be lost ; 

Cer those who, burning in the new -bora fire. 

Like martyrs revel in their funeral pyre, 

Willi such devotion to their ecstacy, 

That life knows no such rapture as to die: 

And die they do ; for earthly hfe has nought 

Match'd with that burst of nature, even in thau(^t ^ 

And all our dreams of better life above 

But close in one eternal gush of love. 



There sat the gentle savage of the wild. 
In growth a woman, though in years a child. 
As childhood dales witliin our colder clime. 
Where nought is ripen'd rapidly save crime; 
The infant of an infant world, as pure 
From nnture — lovely, warm, and preinature; 
Dusky like nighi, but night with all her stars; 
Or cavern sparkhng with its native spars; 
With eyes that «cre a language and a spell, 
A form like Aphrodite's in her shell. 



^ 
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With all her loves around her on the deep. 
Voluptuous a:! the first approach of sleep ; 
Yet full of life — for through her tropic cheek 
The blush would make its way, and all but speak ; 
The sun-born blood suffused her neck, and threw 
O'er her clear nut-brown skin a lucid hue. 
Like coral reddening through the darkeD'd wave. 
Which draws the diver to the crimson cave. 
Such was this daughter of the southern seas. 
Herself a billow in her energies. 
To bear the bark of others' happiness, 
Kor feel a sorrow till tJicir joy grew less : 
Her wild and warm yet faithful bosom knew 
Ko joy like what it gave ; her hopes ne'er drew 
Aught from experience, that chill touchstone, whose 
Sad proof reduces all things from their hues : 
She fear'd no ill, because she knew it not. 
Or what she knew was soon — too soon — forgot : 
Her smiles and tears had pass'd, as light winds pass 
O'er lakes to ruffle, not destroy, their glass. 
Whose depths unsearch'd, and fountains from tlie hill> 
Eeslore their surface, in itself so still, 
Until the earthquake tear the naiad's cave. 
Boot up the spring, and trample on the wave, 
And crash the living waters to a mass, 
'\!he amphibious desert of tlie dank morass ! 
And must their fate be hers ? The eternal change 
But grasps humanity with ijuicker range; 
And they who fall but fall as worlds will fall. 
To rise, if just, a spirit o'er tiiem all. 



And who is he ? the blue-eyed northern child ' 
Of isles more known to man, but scarce less wild ; 
The fair.hair'd offspring of the Hebrides, 
W iiere roars the Pentland w itb its whirling seas ; 

* 10«orge Stermrt "H« was," saji Bligh, "« young niMi of crediuble parenlilB 
loe Oi-knejB ; at which plaw, on tfac retnni of lie Resolntiun from Ihe Sunth Seu, is 
ITSO, Be receired K- nunj civiliiia, that, on th»t seeoont onlj, I iibould gl»dlj IwTa 
takn bim with ma : bat, independent of tbia recommendatioD, be W « «n«TMn ami 
hail alwajB borne agmil chancto',"] 
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Rock'd in his cradle bj the ronnDg wioJ, 

The tempest-bam in bod; and in mind. 

His young eyes opening on the ocean-roam. 

Had &am that moment deem'd the deep his home. 

The giant comrade of his prasne moods. 



The sharer of his c 



solitudes, 



scra^ys 
The only Mentor of his youth, where'er 
His bark was home ; the sport of wave and aor ; 
A careless thing, who plact^ his choice in cfaanc*^ 
Nnrsed by the legends of his land's romance ; 
Eager to hope, but not less finn to bear. 
Acquainted with ail feelings save despair. 
Placed in the Arab's clime he would have been 
As bold a rover as the sands have seen. 
And braved their thirst with aa enduring lip 
As Islmiael, wafted on his desert-ship;' 
Fii'd upon Chili's shore, a prond cacique; 
On Hellas' mountains, a rebellious Greek; 
Bom in a tent, perhaps a Tamerlane ; 
Bred to a throne, perliaps unfit to reign, 
l-'or the same soul that rends its path to sway. 
If rear'd to such, can find no farther prey 
Beyond itself, and must retrace its way,' 
Plunging for pleasure into pain : the same 
Spirit which made a Nero, Rome's worst shame, 
A humbler state and discipline of heart. 
Had form'd his glorious namesake's counterpart ; * 
But grant his vices, grant them all his own. 
How small their theatre without a throne I 



* The oaiural Nero, who made the nticqaallcd much vhidi dweiTed Huiaibkl, whI 
•MnAed A«dnbal ; thereby KevinplialiiDg u >clue>enciit klmoM unrinltid is 
■uiliUrr MUult. The Gnt iatelligt.nre of hii raturs, to Hannibal, via tbv scht si 
Aalrabal'* head thrmrn iato hi* camp. Wbta Humil*) saw thia, ha cicUinwl vilk 
A ligh, that "Rdnw *oaU now be the miitreu of Iht *orhI." iaijA to tku 
TUibrj of Ncra'i it uight be owing that hii impeiiij naioeaake nisned at alL BM 
the ia&OT o( the one baa edipeed tbe glarj <H the other. Wbco Ike nam of "Kmv' 
I* bcwd, who Uuuka of tlie eanaul t — fiat inch an human thiiip I 



Thou smilest ; — these couiparisoiis seem hi^ 

To those who scan all things with dazzled eye ; 

Link'd with the unknown name of one whose doom 

Has iiouglit to do with glory or widi Rame, 

With Chili, Hellas, or with Araby ;— 

Thou smilestP — Smile ; 'tis better thus than sigh i 

Yet such he might have been ; he was a man, 

A soaring spirit, ever in the van, 

A. patriot hero or despotic chief, 

To form a nation's glory or its grief. 

Bom under auspices which make us more 

Or less than we dehght to ponder o'er. 

But these are visions ; saj, what was he here i" 

A blooming boy, a tmant mutineer. 

The fair-bair'd Torquil, free as ocean's spray. 

The husband of the bride of Toobonai. 



By Neuha's side he sate, and watch'd the watia^,— 
Neuha, the suii-flower of the island daughters. 
Highborn, (a birth at which the herald smiles. 
Without a scutcheon for these secret isles,) 
Of a long race, the valiant and the free. 
The naked knights of savage chivalry. 
Whose grassy cairns ascend along the shore ; 
And thine — I've seen — Acliilles ! do no more. 
She, when the thunder- bearing strangers came. 
In vast canoes, begirt with bolts of flame, 
Topp'd with toll trees, which, loftier than tlie palm, 
Seem'd rooted in the deep amidst its calm : 
But when the winds awaken'd, shot forth wings 
Broad as the cloud along the horizon flings. 
And Bway'd the waves, like cities of the sea, 
Making the very billows look less free; — 
She, with her paddling oar and dancing prow. 
Shot through the surf, like reindeer through the sn 
Swift-gliding o'er the breaker's whitening edge. 
Light as a nereid in her ocean sledge. 
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And gized and woiider'd at the giaiit liulk. 

Which heaved from wave to wave its trampling bulk. 

The anchor dropp'd ; it lay along the deep, 

Lilce a huge lion in t))e sun asleep, 

While round it awarm'd tlie proas' flitting chain. 

Like summer bees that lium around his mane. 



The white man landed ! — need the reat be told P 

The New "World stretch'd its dusk hand to the Old; 

Each was to each a marvel, and the tie 

Of wonder wann'd to better sympathy. 

Kind was the welcome of the sun-bom sires, 

And kinder still their daughters' gentler fires. 

Their union grew : the children of the storm 

Found beauty link'd with many a dusky form ; 

While these in turn admired the paler glow. 

Which seem'd so white in climes that knew no snow. 

The chace, the race, the liberty to roam. 

The soil where every cottage show'd a home; 

The sea-spread net, the lightly launch'd canoe, 

W hich slemm'd the studded archipelago. 

O'er whose blue bosom rose the starry isles ; 

The healthy slumber, earn'd by sportive toils; 

The palm, the loftiest dryad of the woods. 

Within whose bosom infant Bacchus broods. 

While eagles scarce build higher than the crert 

Which shadows o'er the vineyard in her breast; ' 

The cava feast, the yam, the cocoa's root. 

Which bears at once the cup, and milk, and fruit ; 

ITie bread-tree, which, without the ploughshare, jield* 

The unreap'd harvest of unfurrow'd fields, 

And bakes ila unadulterated loaves 

Without a furnace in unpurchased groves. 

And flings off famine from its fertile breast, 

A priceless market for the gathering guest; — 

These, with the luxuries of seas and voods, 

'J'lie iiiry joys of social solitudes. 

Tamed each rude wanderer to tlie sympathies 

Of those who were more happy, if Ict-s wise. 
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Did more than Europe's discipline had done. 
And civilised (Svilisation's son t 



Of these, and there was manj a willing pair, 

Tieuha and Torqiiil were not ihe least fair : 

Both children of Che isles, though distant far ; 

Both bora beneath a sea-presiding starj 

Both nourish'd amidst nature's native scenes, 

LoTed to the last, whatever intervenes 

Between us and our cliildhood's sympathy. 

Which stjll reverts to what dret caught the eye. 

He who first met the Highlands' swelling blue 

Will love each peak that shows a kindred hue. 

Hail in each crag a friend's familiar face. 

And clasp the mountain in his mind's embrace. 

Long have I roam'd through lands which are not mine. 

Adored the Alp, and loved the Apeniiine, 

Revered Parnassus, and beheld the steep 

Jove's Ida and Olympus crowti the deep : 

But 'twas not all long ages' lore, nor all 

Heir nature held me in their thrilling thrall ; 

The infant rapture still survived the boy. 

And Loch-na-gar with Ida look'd o'er Troy,' 

Mix'd Celtic memories with the Phrygian mount, 

And Higliland linns with Castalie's clear fount. 

Forgive me. Homer's universal shade ! 

Forgive me, Phtebus ! that ray fancy stray'd ; 

The north aud nature taught me to adore 

Tour scenes sublime, from thos!: beloved before. 



Hie love which maketh all things fond and fair. 
The youth which makes one rainbow of the air, 

* yfhtn nrj jnong, iboiit ligbt jesr* of age, after ao altacli of tbs naiiet fcrar al 
AberdMU, I ni remoreil b; medical adrioe into the Highlamla. Tltn I Taraod 
occaainull; ■ome raminer*, and from thia period 1 date mj lore of monntaitioiu 
eonnlrieB. I nc nerer foijrt the effect, a few jeai* afterwaiili, in England, of tha 
onlj thiciK 1 had Ion? Keen, even in minUtnre, of a monntain, in ths Malrem Hil)> 
Aft*r I rptnraed to Cheltenham, I imed W wattb tlwm eTery afternoon, at iiun«el, 
with a AuiBatLDn which 1 cannot dBacribe. Thift wna hoyiah enuugh : but 1 vaa l>bao 
ddIj th'riaen jexrt of age, and it waa in the ho1Jda;s. 
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The dangers past, that make even man oiijoy 

The pause in which he ceaaea to destroy. 

The mutual beauty, which the sternest feel 

Strike to tlieir hearts like lightning to the steel. 

United the half savage and the whole, 

The maid and boy, in one absorbing soul. 

Mo more the thundering memory of Ihe Gght 

Wrapp'd his wean'd bosom in its dark delight; 

No more the irksome restlessness of rest 

Disturb'd him like the eagle is her ucst. 

Whose whett«d beak and far-pervading eye 

Darts for a victim over all the sky : 

His heart was tamed to that voluptuous stale. 

At once Elysian and effeminate, 

Wliich leaves no laurels o'er the hero's urn ; — 

These wither when for aught save blood they burn ; 

Yet when their oshea in their nook are laid. 

Doth not the myrtle leave as sweet a slisde P 

Had Qcsar known but Cleopatra's kiss. 

Home had been free, the world bad not been bis. 

And what have desar's deeds and Ceesat's fame 

Done for the earth ? We feel them in our sliaine. 

The gory sanction of his glory stains 

The rust which tyrants cherish on our chains. 

Though Glory, Nature, Beason, Freedom, bid 

Roused miUions do what single Brutus did — 

Sweep these mere mock-birds of the despot's sung 

From the tall bough where they have percb'd «> long,— 

Still are we hawk'd at by such mousing owls. 

And take for falcons those ignoble fowls. 

When but a word of freedom would dispel 

Tliese bugbears, na their terrors show too well. 



Uapt in the fond forgetfulness of life, 
Neuha, the South Sea girl, was all a wife. 
With no distracting world to call her off 
From love ; with no society to scolT 
At the new transient llaine ; no babbling crowd 
Of coxcombry in admiration loud, 
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Or with adulterous «}iisper to alloy 
Her duty, snd her glory, and her jny : 
With faith and feelitijjs naked as her form. 
She stood as stands a rainbow in a storm. 
Changing its hues with bright variety, 
But still expanding lovelier o'er the sky, 
Howe'er its arch may sirell, its colours move, 
The cloud-compelling harbinger of love. 



Here, in this grotto of the wave-woni shore, 
They pass'd the tropic's red meridian o'er ; 
Nor long the hours — they never paused o'er time, 
Unbroken by the clock's fuuercnl chime. 
Which deals tlie daily pittance of our span. 
And points and mocks witli iron laugh at man. 
What deem'd they of the future or the past ? 
The present, like a tyrant, held them fust : 
Their houi-gkss was the sea-sand, and the tide. 
Like her smooth billow, saw their moments gUde ; 
Their clock the sun, in his unbounded tow'r; 
They reckon'd not, whose day was but an hour ; 
The nightingale, their only vesper-bell, 
Sung sweetly to the rose the day's farewell;' 
The broad sun set, but not with lingering sweep. 
As in the north he mellows o'er the deep ; 
But fiery, full, and fierce, as if he left 
The world for ever, earth of light bereft. 
Plunged with red forehead down along the wave. 
As dives a hero headlong to his grave. 
Then rose they, looking first along the skies, 
And then for light into each otiier's eyes. 
Wondering that summer show'd so brief a sun. 
And asking if indeed the day were done. 



And let not this seem strange : the devotee 
Lives not in earth, but in his ecstasy; 
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Arouiid him H&ys and worlds are iie^Uicss driven. 

His soul is gone before his dust to Iieaveu. 

Is love less potent ? No^his path ia trod, 

Alike uplifted gloriously to God ; 

Or link'd to all we kuow of heaven below, 

The other better self, whose joy or woe 

Is more than ours; the aU-absorbing flame 

Which, kindled by another, grows the same. 

Wrapt in oue blaze ; the pure, yet funeral pile. 

Where gentle hearts, like Bramins, sit and smile. 

How ofteu we foi^et all time, when lone. 

Admiring Nature's universal throne. 

Her wooda, Ler wilds, her waters, tiie intense 

Seply of iera to our intelligence t 

Live not the stars and mountains ? Are the waves 

Without a spirit ? Are the dropping caves 

Without a feeling in their silent tears ? 

No, no; — they woo and clasp ns to their spheres. 

Dissolve this clog and clod of clay before 

Its hour, and merge our soul in the great share. 

Strip off tliis fond and false identity ! — 

Who thinks of self when gazing on the sky ? 

And who, though gazing lower, ever thought, 

In the young moments ere the heart is taught 

Time's lesson, of man's baseness or his own ? 

All nature is his realm, and love his throne. 



Neuha arose, and Torquil : twilight's hour 
Came sad and softly to their rocky bower. 
Which, kindling by degrees its dewy spus. 
Echoed their dim light to the mustering stars. 
Slowly the pair, partaking nature's calm. 
Sought out their cottage, built beneath the pnlm ; 
Now smihng and now silent, as tlic scene; 
Lovely as Love — the spirit I— when serene. 
The Ocean scarce spoke louder with his swell. 
Than bre.-ithes his mimic murmurer in the shell.* 
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As, far divided from his poreiii det-p, 
Tlie sea-bora infant crie», and will not sWp, 
Kaising bis little plaint in vain, to rave 
For the broad bosom of his nursing wave : 
The wooda droop'd dorklj, as iucHoed to rest. 
The tropic bird wheel'd rockward to his nest. 
And the blue skj spread round them like a lake 
Of peace, where Pietj her thirst might aloke. 



I 



But through the palm and plantain. Lark, a voice 1 

Not such aa would have been a lover's choice. 

In such au hour, to break tlie air so still ; 

No dying night-breeze, harping o'er the hill, 

Striking the strings of nature, rock aud tree, 

TiiDse best and earliest Ijtcs of hiirmonj, 

With Echo for their chorus ; nor the alarm 

Of the loud war-whoop to dispel the charm ; 

Nor the soliloquy of the hermit owl, 

Kihaliug all Ins solitarr soul, 

The dim thougli large-eyed winged aiichoritej 

Who peals his dreary pseaii o'er the night; 

But a loud, long, and naval whistle, shrill 

As ever started through a sea-bird's bill; 

And then a pause, and then a hoarse, " Hillo ! 

Torquil, my boy I what cheer? Ho! brother, ho I " 

" Who hails ? " cried Torquil, following with his eje 

The sound. " Here's one," was all the brief reply. 

line*. The poom I oeror tmi], l«it 



' Oebir'' the same ide> better exprfsscd in 
late heard the line* quoted, bj a mnre reronilile reiuJcr — wBo leeinB lo oe oi ■ 
different opinion from the editor of tfae ymiterly Review, who qnolifiHl it in hii 
uuwer tDliiB Criti(»l Eeriewerof hi» Joveoal, u traahof the worrt »nd molt inniie 
de«ription. It ii to Mr. L»ndor, the «iithor of "Gebir," »o qmliflsi, and of wuiia 
LatiD poeniB, vtiicfa rie witii Mutjal ur CstalloB in obacenitj, tliU the immiicnUM 
Ur. Snuthej Bddreinea Va dectuostion againtt imporilj ! 
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But here the herald of the self-same mouth 

Came breathing o'er the aromatic south. 

Not like a " bed of violets " on the gale. 

But such as wafU its cloud o'er grog or ale. 

Borne from a dhort frail pipe, wliich yet had blown 

Its gentle odours over either zone, 

And, puff'd where'er winds rise or waters roll. 

Had wafted smoke from Portsraouth to the Pole, 

Opposed its vapour as the lightning fiash'd. 

And reek'd, 'midst mountain-billows, unabash'd. 

To .Jikilus a constant sacrifice. 

Through every change of all the varying skies. 

And what was he who bote it ? — I may err. 

But deem him sailor or philosopher.' 

Sublime tobacco ! which from east to west 

Cheers the tar's labour or the Turkman's rest ; 

Which on the Moslem's ottoman divides 

T^'s hours, and rivals opium and his brides ; 

Magnificent iti Statnboul, but less grand. 

Though not less loved, in Wapping or the Strand ; 

Divine in hookas, glorious in a pipe, 

When tipp'd with amber, mellow, rich, and ripej 

Like other cliarmers, wooing the caress, 

More dazzlingly when daring in full dress; 

Yet thy true lovers more admire by far 

Thy naked beauties — Give me a cigar I 



Through the approaching darkness of the vood 
A human figure broke the solitude. 
Fantastically, it may be, array'd, 
A seaman in a savage mnsquerade ; 
Such as appears to rise out from the deep 
When o'er tiie line the merry vesseb sweep, 

' tiabbta, ibr hiher cif Ladte'i *oA oUtei plukMpbj, ww ka invtUrati ■ 
BftiD %a pip** beyond compulAtiinu 

["Soon kfter dinner Ur. Hobbes retired tn hia atodj. *nd had Ui nadk, i 
nr twdra pipft of Mbuco lud b; him ; then, iJiuttiiig tha door, ba tall tg ■ 
ibinkio^ and vriting fir Krarsl boara/'—DK. K»iat.] 
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And the rough Saturnalia of the tar 
Flock o'er the deck, in Neptune's borrow'd car : 
And, pleased, the god of o 
Eevive once more, though but in mimic game 
Of his true sons, who riot in the breeze 
Undreamt of in his native excludes. 
Still the old god delights, from out the main. 
To Buatch some glimiiaes of his ancient reign. 
Our sailor's jacket, though in ragged trim. 
His constant pipe, wiiicli never yet bum'd dim. 
His foremast aii, and somewhat rolling gait. 
Like his dear vessel, spoke his former stat« ; 
But then a sort of kerchief round his head. 
Not over tightly bound, nor uicelj spread ; 
And, 'etead of trowsers {ah ! too early torn ! 
For even the mildest aoods will have their thorn) 
A curious sort of somewhat scanty mat 
Now served for inexpresaiblea and hat; 
His naked feet and neck, and sunburnt face, 
Perchance might suit alike with either race. 
His arms were all his own, our Europe's growth. 
Which two worlds bless for civilising both ; 
The musket swung behind his shoulders broad. 
And somewhat stoop'd by his marine abode, 
But brawny as the boar's ; and hung beneath. 
His cutlass droop'd, unconscious of a sheath, 
Or lost or worn away ; his pistols were 
Link'd to his belt, a matrimonial pair — 
(Let not this metapiior appear a scoff. 
Though one miss'd fire, the other would go off) ; 
These, with a bayonet, not so free from ru:<t 
As when the arm-chest held its brighter trust. 
Completed his accoutrements, as Night 
Survey'd him in bis garb heteroclite. 



"What clieer, Ben Bunting?" cried (w)ien in full view 
Our new acquiiintance) Torquil. " Au(,'lit of new ? " 

' Thii rough but jo*i&l oersman;, aii«d Id enwog the line, hu been M often a 



■ well desnibed, tbat it need lu 



le more (hui aUnded to 
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"Ey, ey ! " quoth Ben, " not new, but news eoow; 

A strange aail in the ofRng," — " Sail ! and how P 

What I could jou make her out ? It cannot be ; 

I've seen no rag of canvass on the sea." 

"BeUke," said Ben, "y^u might not from the bay. 

But from tlie bluff-head, where I watch'd to-day, 

I saw her in the doldrums ; for the wind 

"Was light and baffling." — " When the sun decL'ned 

Where lay she ? had she anchor'd p " — " No, but still 

She bore down on us, till the wind grew still." 

" Her flag ? " — " I had no glas? : but fore and aft, 

Bgad I she seem'd a wicked -looking craft." 

" Arm'd P " — " I eipect so ; — sent on the look-out : 

Tia time, belike, to put our helm about." 

"About? — Wliate'er may have ns now in chase, 

We'll make no running fight, for that were base ; 

We will die at our quarters, like true men." 

"Ey, ey ! for that 'tis all the same to Ben." 

"Does Ciiristian know this?" — "Ay; he has piped all huidt I 

To quarters. They are furbishing the stands 

Of arms ; and we have got some guns to bear, 

And scaled them. You are wanted." — "That's bat bir; 

And if it were not, mine is not the soul 

To leave my comrades helpless on the shoal. 

My Neuha I ah ! and must my fate pursue 

Not me alone, but one so sweet and true? 

But whatsoe'er hetide, ah, Neulia ! now 

Unman me not ; the hour will not allow 

A tear ; I am thine whatever intervenes ! " 

" Eight," quoth Ben ; " that will do for the marines."' 



* " That will do Tar the muiitsi, bat the nilois woo 
■ad one of thi few frigmenta or fono«r jealonnei vh 
Iclvecn tbeae gallut KrricH. 
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The fight was o'er ; the flashing through the gloom. 

Which robea the cannon as lie wings a tomb. 

Had ceased ; and sulphury vapours upward driven 

Had left the eartb, and but polluted heaven : 

The rattling roar which rang in every volley 

Had left the echoes to tlieir nielaiiclioly j 

No more they ahriek'd their horror, boom for boom; 

The strife was done, tlie vanquisli'd had their doom ; 

The mutineers were crusli'd, dispersed, or ta'en, 

Or lived to deem the hap[>iest were the slain. 

Few, few escaped, and these were hunted o'er 

The isle they loved beyond their native shore. 

No further home wns theirs, it seem'd, on earth. 

Once renegades to that which gave them birth; 

Track'd like wild beasts, like them tliey sought the wili^ 

As to a mother's bosom flies the child ; 

But vainly wolves and hons seek their den. 

And still more vainly men escape from men. 



Beneath a rock whose jutting base protrudes 
Par over ocean in its fiercest moods, 
When scaling his enormous crag the wave 
Is hurl'd down headlong, like the foremost brare. 
And falls back on the foaming crowd behind, 
Whicli fight beneath the banners of the wind. 
But now at rest, a little remnant drew 
Togethei. bleedir.g, thirsty, faint, and few ; 
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Bat still their weapons iii their bands, atii! ^lill 

With something of the pride of former will, 

A.3 men not all unused to meditate. 

And strive much more than wonder at their fate. 

Their present lot was what they had foreseen. 

And dared as what was likely to have been ; 

Yet still the lingering hope, which deeni'd ilieir lot 

Not pardon'd, bat unsought for or forgot. 

Or trusted that, if sought, their distant caves 

Might stiU be miss'd amidst the world of waves. 

Had weaik'd their thoughts in part from what the^ saw 

And felt, the vengeance of their country's law. 

Their sea-green isle, their guilt-won paradise, 

No more coidd shield their virtue or their vice : 

Their better feelings, if such were, were thrown 

Back on themselves, — their sins remained alone. 

Proscribed even in their second country, they 

Were lost ; in vaiu the world before them lay ; 

All outlets seem'd secured. Their new alhea 

Had fought and bled in mutual sacrifice; 

But what avail'd the club and spear, and nrm 

Of Hercules, against the sulphury charm. 

The magic of the thunder, which destroj'd 

The warrior ere his strength could be employ'dP 

Dug, like a spreading pestilence, the grave 

No less of human bravery than the brave t ' 

Their own scant numbers acted all tlie few 

Against the many oft will dare and do; 

But though the choice seems native to die free, 

Even Greece can boast but one TheTmopylee, 

Till note, when she has forged her broken chain 

Back to a eword, and dies and lives again ! 



Beside the jutting rock the few appear'd. 
Like the last remnant of the red-deer's herd ; 

' AreIiLd«ni]>, King of Bpirte, uid md of Agarilana, wben b* ■ 

Iii*«Dled Tor Uin o*stiD(; of lUnca mi dkrta, axclunied that it ww Iha "gimM li 
nlour." Tbe tunt itoiy hu been told of •(we knigliU on tb* Snt apidwaliai (f 
gDDpcnrdir ; bat tti« origiul ueodoM la in Flalarob. 
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Their eyes were feverish, and their aspect worn. 

But still the hunter's blood was on their hom. 

A little stream came tumbling from the height. 

And strt^gling into oceon as it migiit. 

Its bounding crvsta) frolick'd in the raj. 

And gush'd from cliff to crag with sahless spray ; 

Close on the wild, wide ocean, yet as pure 

And fresh as innocence, and more secure. 

Its silver torrent glitter'd o'er the deep. 

As the shy chamois' eye o'erlooks the steep. 

While far below the vast and sullen swell 

Of ocean's alpine azure rose and fell. 

Tu this young spring they rush'd, — all feelings first 

Absorb'd in passion's and in nature's thirst, — 

Drank as they do who drink tbeir last, and threw 

'rheir arms aside to revel in its dew ; 

Cool'd their scorch'd throats, and ivash'd the gory stains 

from wounds whose only bandage might be chains; 

Tiien, when their drought was quench'd, look'it sadly roun 

As wondering how so many still were found 

Alive and fetterless : — but silent all. 

Each sought his fellow's eyes, as if to call 

( hi him for language which his lips denied. 

As though their voices with their cause had died. 



Stern, and aloof a little from the rest, 
Stood Christian, with bis arms across his chest. 
The mddy, reckless, dauntless hue once spread 
Along his cheek was Uvid now as lead; 
His tight-brown locks, so graceful in their flow. 
Now rose hke startled vipers o'er his brow. 
Still as a ^intue, with his lips coniprest 
To stifle even the breath within Ins breast. 
Fast by the rock, all menacing, but mute. 
He stood ; and, save a slight beat of his foot. 
Which deejwn'd now and then llie sandy dint 
Beneatii his heel, his form seem'd turn'd to flint. 
Some paces further Torquit lean'd his head 
Against a bank, and spoke not, but he bW, — 
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Not mortally i — his worst wound was within ; 

His brow was pale, hia blue eyes sunken in, 

And blood-drops, sprinkled o'er his yellow hair, 

Show'd that hia faintiiess came not from despair. 

But nature's ebb. Beside hiro was another. 

Rough as a bear, but willing as a brother, — 

Ben Bunting, who essay'd to wash, and wipe. 

And bind his wound — then calmly lit hia pipe, 

A trophy which survived a hundred Bghts, 

A beacon which had checr'd ten thousand nights. 

The fourth and last of this deserted group 

Walk'd up and down — at times would ataiid, then stot^ 

To pick a pebble up — then let it drop — 

Then hurry as in baste — then quickly stop — 

Then cast liis eyes on his companions — then 

Hal! whistle half a tune, and pause again — 

And then his former movements would redouble. 

With Bomething between carelessness and trouble. 

'lliis is a long description, but applies 

To scarce five minutes pass'd before the eyes; 

But yet leiai minutes ! Momenta like to these 

Bend men's lives into immortalities. 



At length Jack Skyacrape, a mercurial man. 

Who flutti-r'd over all things Uke a fan, 

More brave than firm, and more disposed to dare 

And die at once than wrestle witli despair, 

Exclaim'd, "G — d damnl" — those syllables intenH/— 

Nucleus of England's native eloquence. 

As the Turk's " Allah !" or the Roman's more 

Pagan "Proh Jnpiterl" was wout of yore 

To give their first impressions such a vent. 

By way of echo to embarrassment. 

Jack was crabarrasa'd, — never hero more. 

And as he knew not what to say, he !>worc : 

Nor swore iu vain ; the long congeniiJ sound 

Revived Ben Bunling from Lis pipe profound; 

He drew it from his month, and look'd full wise, 

But merely added to the oath hia ejida; 
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Tlius renderiug tiie imperfect phrase cumptete, 
A peroration 1 need not repeat. 



Bat Chriatian, uf a higher order, stood 

Like an extinct volcano in his mood ; 

Silent, and sad, and savage, — with the trace 

Of passion reeking from his clouded face ; 

Till lifting up again liis sombre eye, 

It glanced on Torquil, who lean'd faintly by. 

" And is it thus ?" he cried, " unhappy boy I 

And thee, too, thee — my niodnesa must destroy !" 

He said, and strode to where young Torquii stood. 

Yet dabbled with his lattly flowing blood ; 

Seized his hand wistfully, but did not press. 

And shrank as fearful of his own caress; 

Enquired into his state; and when he heard 

The wound was slighter than he deein'd or fear'd, 

A moment's brightness pa«is'd along his brow, 

As much as such a moment would allow. 

" Yes," he eiclaim'd, " we are taken in the toil, 

But not a coward or a common spoil ; 

Dearly they have bought us — dearly still may buy,- 

And I must fall ; but have you strength to fly ? 

"f would be some comfort still, could you survive ; 

Our dwindled band is uow too few to strive, 

Oh I for a sole canoe I though but a shell, 

To bear you hence to where a hope may dwell ! 

For me, my lot is what I sought ; to be, 

In life or death, tlie fearless and the free." 



Even as he spoke, around the promontory, 

Which nodded o'er the billows liigh and hoary, 

A dark speck dotted ocean : on it flew 

Like to the shadow of a roused sea-mew ; 

Onward it came— and, lo ! a second follow'd — 

Now seen — now hid — where ocean's vale was hollow'd; 

And near, and nearer, till the dusky crew 

Presented well-known aspects to the view^ 
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TQl on the surf their skimming paddles plaj. 
Buoyant as wings, and flitting throngfa the spray ; — 
Now perching on the wave's high curl, and now 
Dash'd downward in the thundering foam below, 
TVhich flings it broad and boiling sheet on sheets 
And slings its high flakes, shiTer'd into sleet : 
But floating still through surf and swell, drew mgh 
Hie barks, like small birds through a lowering skj. 
Thdr art seem*d nature — such the skill to sweep 
The ware of these b<Hii plajmates of the deep. 

And who the first that, swinging on the strand, 
Leap'd like a nereid from her shdl to land. 
With dark but Ivilliant skin, and dewj eye 
Shining with lore, and hope, and oonstancr? 
Xeuha — the fond, the futhful, the adored— 
Her heart on Torqnil's hke a torrent pour'd ; 
And smikd, and wept, and near, and nearer dvp^d^ 
As if to be assured 'twss Urn she grasp'd; 
S'.;udi)erM to see his jet warm wound, and then. 
To find it trivial, smiled and wept again. 
She was a warrior's daughter, and could bear 
Such sights, and feel, and mourn, but not despair. 
Her lorer lired. — nor foes nor fear? could Uisht 
Tnat full-blown moment in its aU delist : 
Joj trickled in her te^rs, jot fiil'd the sob 
Iliac nc^k'd her heart till almost hejlkd to throb ; 
And parad::«e was breathing in the s^ 
Of nature's child in nature's ecstasr. 



T.:e sterner spirits who beheld that Bic e tiyig 

Wert' ncvt unmoved ; who are, when hearts are grcctagP 

Even Chri<:iaa srued ujoa the maid and bov 

Wi:h :rtkr;e:55S eve, but vet a docmv jov 

yii\i «::h thoc>e bitter thv^urfits the Mul airaTs 

In hviy »<*<:? visions of our better davs, 

Wr.tfn air< coae — to the n'abow*s iasest rar. 

* And bat for me ! " be said, asd iw'd awaj ; 
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Then gazed npou the pair, as in Iiis den 
A lion looks upon his cubs again ; 
And then relapsed into his suUen goise^ 
As heedless of his further oestinies. 



Bot brief their tiiue for good or evil thought ; 

Hie billows round the promontonr brought 

Tbe plash of hostile oars. — Alas ! vho made 

That sound a dread ? All around them seem'd anaj'd 

Against them, save the bride of Toobonai : 

Mie, as she caught the first glimpse o'er the bay 

(X the armM boats, vhich hurried to complete 

Tlie remnant's ruin with their flrin? feet, 

Beckon'd the natives round her to their prows, 

Kmbark'd their guests and launched their light canoes, 

Li one placed Christian and his comrades twain ; 

But she and Torquil must not psirt again. 

She fir'd him in her own. — Awav ! awav ! 

They clear the breakers, dart along the bay. 

And towards a group of islets, such as bear 

The sea-bird's nest and seal's surf-hollow'd lair. 

They skim tbe blue tops of the billows ; fast 

They flew, and fast their fierce pursuers chased. 

They gain upon them — now they lose again, — 

Again make way and menace o'er the main ; 

And now tlie two canoes in chase divide. 

And follow different courses o'er the tide. 

To baffle the pursuit. — Away ! away ! 

As life is on each paddle's fljght to-day. 

And more than hfe or lives to Neuha : Love 

Freights the frail bark and urges to the cove ; 

And now the refuge and the foe are nigh — 

Yet, yet a moment ! Fly, thou light ark, fly ! 



T 



CANTO THE FOURTtt 



White as a vbite sail on a dnakj sea, 
When hnlf the horizon's clouded and half fntf 

Fluttering between the dun wave and the sky. 
Is hope's last gleam in man's extremity. 
Her anchor parts; but still her auowy sail 
Attracts our eye amidst the rudest gale ; 
Though every wave she climbs divides us more. 
The heart still follows from the loneliest shore. 



Not distant from the isle of Toobonai, 
A black rock rears its bosom o'er the spray. 
The haunt of birds, a desert to mankind, 
Where the rough seal reposes from the wind. 
And sleeps unwieldy in his cavern dun. 
Or gambols with huge frolic in ttie sun : 
There shrilly lo the passing oar is heard 
The startled echo of the ocean bird. 
Who rears on it^ bare breast her callow brood. 
The feuther'd fishers of tlie solitude. 
A narrow segment of the yellow sand 
On one side forms the outline of a strand; 
Here the young turtle, crawling from his shell. 
Steals to tlie deep whereiu his parentj* dwell; 
Cliipp'd by the beam, a nursling of the day. 
But hatch'd for ocean by the fostering ray ; 
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A ^K •• >ib aod ■!;» O. l>t 


Wliik k^ <M 4>^ _i «7 Ik IM ndk 


a^ a te «s> .d— Sok. <kB 


T.JiJitol»ut~Hitli bjfa.; 


■■dib>a«n>«<dii ^bE> 


]• lh» n<a_< btt> fa. Ik no. 


a.a.1-... «■*<»» a. T-^ 


Ik >_ Ikt __■! .ka kU k> Tm^d'a IM. 


Tk ^2 .kik .WM Cbi«i_ h. Ik Ai»^ 



H* he vaJd bK offOBcd; faat with a Mde 

Aiidla^ 1m -ir"^»l proper- abvoaUteb 

Tk7 pMtnl vkk tUi idU ^ ; a&r 

Ik psia dnted &e » ^■"^■"g Mar, 

Ami ^B'd flB tk panoa^ vk amv tiea'd 

Si^ OB tk nd: lAoA Ac Md Tonpd aoo'd. 

n^ pnlTd; ba am, tkagfa dekate, wws tm 

And fim IB CTtf ^npplrd with ik Ka, 

And jidded scarce to TorqaiTs maulier strrn^th. 

The fnw bow almost la; vitiun its length 

Of tk oa^a ^tetp, inexorabte face, 

mtfa Doo^ bat soondless val«n for ha kae; 

Within a hondnd kats* length was tk fo^ 

And DOW what nfoge bat tbnr frail canoe ? 

tHiia Torquil ask'd with half upbraiding eje. 
Which said — " Has Xeuha brought me here to die i* 
Is this a place of safetj, or a gnve. 
The: 
Nen 
Cri» 
Thei 



Thej rested on their paddles, and uprose 
Nenha, and pointini; tn the approaching foes. 
Cried, "Torquil, follow me, and fearless follow 1" 
Then plunged at once into llic o<Ynii's liullow. 
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Tliere was no time lo pause^tlie foes were wear — 

Chains in liis eye, and menace in liis ear ; 

With vigour they puli'd on, and as tbey came, 

Hail'd him to yield, and by his furfeit name. 

Headlong lie leapt — to him the swimmer's akill 

Was native, and now all his hope from iU : 

But how, or whtre? He dived, and rose no more. 

The boat's crew look'd amazed o'er sea and shore. 

There wda no landing on that precipice, 

Steep, harsh, and slippery as a berg of ice. 

Tliey watch'd awhile to see him float again, 

But not a trace rebubbled from the main: 

The wave roU'd on, no ripple on its face, 

Since their first plunge recall'd a single trace ; 

The little whirl which eddied, and slight foam. 

That whiteii'd o'er wLat eeem'd their latest home, 

White as a sepulchre above the pair 

Who left no marble (mournful as an heir) 

The quiet proa «avering o'er the tide 

Was all that told of Torquil and his bride ; 

And but for this alone the whole might seem 

The vanish'd phantom of a seaman's drr.am. 

Tiiey paused and search'd in vain, then puli'd awajr ; 

Even superstition now forbade their stay, 

Mome siiid he had not plunged into the wav^ 

But vanish'd like a corpse-light from a grave; 

Others, that something supernatural 

Glared in bis figure, more than mortal tall ; 

While dl agreed that in his cheek and eye 

There was a dead hue of eternity. 

Still as their oars receded from the crag, 

Bound every weed a moment would they lag, 

Expectant of some token of their prey ; 

But no— he had melted from them hke the apnjr. 



And where was he llie pilgrim of the deep, 
Following the nereid ? Had they censed to w« 
For ever ? or, received in coral caves. 
Wrung life and pity from the softening waves' 
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Did they witli ocean's hidden sovereigns duel]. 
And sound with mermen the fantastic sliell ? 
Did Neuha witli the mermaids comb her liair 
Flowing o'er ocean ns it strenm'd in air? 
Or had the; perish'd, and in silence slept 
Beneath the guif wherein they boldly leapt P 



Young Neuha plunged iTito the deep, and he 

FoUow'd : her track beneatli her native sea 

Was as a native's of the element, 

So smoothly, bravely, brilliantly she went. 

Leaving n streak of light l)ehtnd Iter heel, 

^hich struck and flash'd like an amphibious steel, 

Closely, and scarcely less expert to trace 

The depths where divers hold the pearl in chase, 

Torquil, the nursling of the northern seas. 

Pursued her liquid steps with heart and ease. 

Deep — -deeper for an instant Neulia led 

The way— tiien upward soar'd— and as she spread 

Her arms, and flung tlie foum from off her locks. 

Laugh' d, and the sound was answer'd by the rocks. 

Tbey had gain'd a central realm of earth again. 

But look'd for tree, and field, and sky, in vain. 

Around she pointed to a spacious cave. 

Whose only portal was the keyless wave,' 

' Of tliL> cave (whioh ii no fictioDl thf original will be found in the ninth duiptd of 
"Hkrinei'i Amount of tbe Tonga IiUnda." 1 hkve taken th« pwUal libertj to 
ImiipUjit it to Ttiobonni, the lait island vhere acj distioet umnnt is left of Christiaa 
ud luB comndes. — [The following is the account given bj MariDer:^"Ua this 
iiland thfre ii k pMuli&r aiTam. which wu Hmt dJscorered bj a joung chief, whilst 
diTing aflu ■ turtle. The natare of this catem will be bettar nndentood if we 
""tiF"* ■ hollow rock riiong lijt; fwt or mure above the anrfaoi of the water, into Ihe 
eaTitr of which there ia no known eDtranee hut une, uid that ii in Ihe aide of thr 
nek. It low down aa >ii f«t under the waWr, into which it Buwu ; and, EonaetiueDtl]-, 
til* bMe of Itw Ckvem maj be ujd to be the aea iUelf," Mr. Uaiiner aeeiug aame 
jottDg ebieft diving into the water one after another, and not rjae again, he inqqir^ "f 
the lait, who waa jnrt preparing to take the aanie ttep, what thej were ab<iut I 
•" Follow me,'" laid he, '"and I will lake you where jon have never bwn before; 
and where l^now, and hia chiefs and mataboolea, am now aaaambleJ-'" Mr. Mariner 
pepsred hiiotelf to full uw hia companKin, who dived into the water, and heafti-r 
him, and, gnidod by the light reflected from hin heeU, entered the opening in tlio 
rock, and roae into the avem. The light waa saJGcieot, after remaining abint 6ve 
minnlCB, to show objtL'ls with some little diBtincCuHH ; and he could discover Finow 
' ' impaaj mtrd ruuud tbe cavern. Kevertheleaa, ai il wai 
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(A hollow archway by the sun unseen. 

Save through the billows' glassy veil of green, 

111 some transparent ocean holiday, 

When al] the finny people are at play,) 

Wiped with her hair the brine from Torquil's eyes^ 

And clapp'd her hands with joy at his surprise ; 

Led him ta where the rock appear'd to jut. 

And form a something like a Triton's hut ; 

For all was darkness for a space, till day. 

Through clefts above let in a sober'd ray ; 

As in some old cathedrars glimmering aisle 

The dusty monuments from light recoil. 

Thus sadly in their refuge submarine 

The vault drew half her shadow from the scene. 



Forth from her bosom the young savage drew 
A pine torch, strongly girded with gnatoo ; 
A plantain-Ieaf o'er all, the more to keep 
Its latent sparkle from the sapping deep. 
This mantle kept it dry ; then from a nook 
Of the same plantain-leaf a flint she took, 
A few shrunk wither'd twigs, and from the blade 
Of Torquil's knife struck fire, and thus array'd 

daeitabU Co hiTe * itroDger iUnmiution, Ur. Ukriaer dii«d niil igun. m . 
bii iiistol, piimed it well, tied plenty of gn&too tight round it. auil wnpped Oin w 
Dp in 1 pluittin-Uof ; be directed on ktteodut to bring a Voirli in tiie Mine i 
Thus prepared, he re-entered the eavern, unirrspped the gnMoo, ■ gnat portiia 
which wai perfeetljr drj, Gred it b; Oie tub of the powder and lightol lin Mi 
" The plaee vaa now illuminaled tolecabljr well. It appeared (bjr gus) tq be abinl 
tartj feet wide in the main part, but it branebed off, on one lide, in t*o narrvw 
(■oriiont. The medium height >te«ined alao abiut fortjr leet. The mcf vaa hnsi 
with Btalactitca in a ler; curiont vnj, recembling upon a eanoTJ riew. llw OoUie 
arches and ornaments of an old chuich." The aecoaat procaeda to iDtoliia ll 
■cconling to the Btatement of one of the malaboole* pitaent, tba eattr* hauljr M 
certain chief had been in former times condemned to deatli for eaB*|Jrill( *4 
Ijiannical goiemnr of the ialand. One n( the deTOled family *•■ ft M. .. 
daughter, to whom the chief who disconred the ea<re had long bUB ■Wacbad. 
leanuDg her danger, he penaaded her Ia accompany him to thia Rtreal, *hc 
remained ccn«aled, occaiionatlf enjoying the aodety of iier lover, until he wan •■ 
to carT7 her off to the Fiji ialand^ where the; dwelt till the death ot the ROi^— 
eoablei] them to return. The only part of the tale which tMmed Tery ImptvlMli 
■u that the girl ihonld hare lieen in the caTsm » lung ai two or tJure mmitha. P' 
Mariner examined gTeij part of it, without dieooreiing any «|>enln«, and if the tk 
be tree, in all likelihood her ttay wna not much more than a fuurtb nf the til 
ipaoe wonld not contain snfflcienl nir Tt a longer perii-l.] 
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Tlie grot with torcUight. Wide it was and liigli, 
And show'd a self-born Gotliic canopy ; 
The arch uprear'd by nature's architect. 
The architrave some earthquake might erect; 
The buttress from some mountain's bosom hurl'd, 
When the Poles crash' d, and wat«r was the world; 
Or liarden'd from some earth -absorbing fire, 
"Wliile yL-t ihe globe reek'd from its funeral pyre; 
The fretted pinnacle, the aisle, the nave,' 
Were there, all scoop'd by Darkness from her cave. 
There, with a Httle tinge of phantasy. 
Fantastic faces mop'd and mow'd on high. 
And then a mitre or a shrine would fix 
The eye upon its seeming crucifix, 
Thus Nature play'd flitli the stalactites. 
And built herself a chapel of the seas. 



And Neuha took her Torquil by the band. 
And waved along the vault her kindled brand, 
And led him into each recess, and show'd 
The secret places of their new abode. 
Nor these alone, for all lind been prepared 
Before, to soothe the lover's lot she shared ; 
The mat for rest ; for dress the fresh gnatoo, 
And sandal oil to fence against the dew ; 
For food the cocoa-nut, ilie yarn, the bread 
Born of the fruit ; for board the plantain spread 
With its broad leaf, or tiirtle-sheU which bore 
A banquet in the flesh it cover'd o'er; 
Tlie gourd with water recent from tlie rill, 
The ripe banana from the mellow hill ; 
A pine-torch pile to keep undying light. 
And she herself, as beautiful as night. 
To fling her shadowy spirit o'er the scene. 
And make their subterranean world serene. 

' Thij maj uein toomianwfor thegstien] outline (La Huii»r*i&iniiuit)&iiiD vlueh 
II is taken. But fcv men hara tnrellei] without seeing >ameIhiDg of the kind — on 
laiti!, that 'a. Without odTt-niug to Ellon, b Muogo Puk'slBitjonniat, he mentinn* 
having met nrjth & rock or mountain » exActij Tf^aahUag a Gothic cfttlieOtal, that 
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She liad foreseen, eicice first the stranger's tmil 
Drew to their isle, that force or flight might f.iii. 
And forni'd a refuge of the rocky den 
I'or Torquil's safety from his countrymen. 
Each dau'ti had wafted there iier light canoe. 
Laden with all the golden fruits that grew ; 
Each eve had seen her gliding througii the hour 
With all could cheer or deck their aparry bower 
And now she spread her little store with smiles. 
The happiest daughter of the loving isles. 



S!ie, as he gazed with grateful wonder, press*!! 
Her shelter'd love to her impassion'd breast; 
And suited to her soft caresses, told 
An olden tale of love, — for love is old, 
Old as eternity, but not outworn 
With each new being born or to be bom : ' 
IIow a young chief, a thousand moons Hgo, 
Diving for turtle in the depths below, 
Had risen, in tracking fast his ocean prey, 
Into the cave which round and o'er them lay; 
How in some desperate feud of after-tirae 
He shelter'd there k daughter of the clime, 
A foe beloved, and offspring of a foe. 
Saved by his tribe but for a captive's woe ; 
How, when the storm of war was still'd, he led 
His island clan to where tJie waters Bpread 
'IHieir deep. green shadow o'er the rocky door. 
Then dived — it seem'd as if to rise no more : 
His wondering mates, amazed within their hark. 
Or deem'd him mad, or prey to the blue shark ; 
Row'd round in sorrow the sea-girded rock. 
Then paused upon their paddles from tlie shock ; 
When, fresh and springing from the deep, they mw 
A goddess rise — so deem'd they iu their awe; 

■ The n»der will recatl«t the epignm ot tli« Oreek utltulagj, n iU 
noil of lid moilero laiigu*|;« : — 

" Whoo'cT (hon an, th; maator mo — 
He KM, 01 U, or it tu b«." 
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And t.lieir companion, glorious by her side. 

Proud and exulting in his loerataid bride; 

And liow, when undeceived, the pair they bore 

"VVjtli sounding couchs and joyous shouts to shore ; 

How they had gladly lived and calmly died. 

And why not also Torquil and his bride p 

Not mine to tell the rapturous caress 

Which foUow'd wildly in tliat wild recess 

Tliis tale ; enough that all within that cave 

"Was love, lliough buried strong as in the grave 

Where Abelard, through twenty years of death, 

When Eloisa's form was lower'd beneath 

Their nuptial vault, his arms outstretch'd, and press'd 

The kindling ashes lo his kindled breast.' 

The waves withont sang round their couch, their roar 

As much unheeded as if life were o'er; 

Within, their hearts made ail their harmony, 

Love's broken murmur and more broken sigh. 



And they, the cause and sharers of the shock 

A\"hich left them exiles of the hollow rockj 

Where were they ? O'er the sea for life they plied, 

To seek from Heaven the shelter men denied. 

Another course had been tiieir choice — but where? 

The wave which bore them still tiieir foes would bear, 

W'ho, disappointed of their former chase, 

In search of Christian now renevr'd their race. 

Knger with anger, their strong arms made way. 

Like vultures baffled of tiieir previous prey. 

Tiiey gain'd upon them, all whose safety lay 

In some bleak crag or deeply-hidden bay; 

No further chance or choice remain'd; and right 

For the first further rock which met their sight 

They steer* d, to lake their latest view of land. 

And yield as victims, or die sword in hand ; 
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Stamiss'd the natives and their shallop, wlio 
Would still have battled for that scanty crew ; 
But Christian bade them seek their shore again, 
Nor add a sacrifice which were in vain ; 
For what were simple bow and aavsge spear 
Against the arms which must be wielded liere ? 



They landed on a wild but narrow scene, 

"Where few but Nature's footsteps jet had been ; 

Prepared their arms, and with that gloomy eye. 

Stem and sustain'd, of man's extremity, 

"When liope is gone, nor glory's self remains 

To cheer resistance against death or chains, — 

They stood, the three, as the three hundred stood 

Who dyed I'hermopylffi with holy blood. 

But, ah ! Iiow different I 'tis the cavx makes all, 

Degrades or hallows courage in its full. 

O'er them no fame, eternal and intense. 

Blasted through the clouds of death and beckon'd lienmj 

No grateful country, smiling through her tears. 

Begun the praises of a thousand years ; 

No nation's eyes would on their tomb be bent. 

No heroes envy them their monument; 

However boldly their warm blood was spilt. 

Their life was shame, their epitaph was guilt. 

And this they knew and felt, at least the one, 

The leader of the band he had undone; 

Who, born perchance for better things, had set 

His life upon a cast wliich linger'd yet : 

But now the die was to be tlirown, and all 

TliR cliances were in favour of his fall : 

And such a fall I But still he faced the shook, 

Obdurate as a portion of the rock 

Whereon he stood, and fix'd his levell'd gun, 

Dark u a sullen cloud before the sun. 



The boat drew nigh, well arm'd, and firm the 
To act whatever duty bade them do; 
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Careless of danger, aa the onward wind 

Is of the leaves it strews, nor looks behind. 

And yet perhaps, tliey ruther wish'd to go 

Against a nation's than a native foe. 

And felt that this poor victim of self-will, 

Briton no more, had once been Britain's still. 

Tliey hail'd liim to surrender — no reply; 

Their arms were poised, and glitter'd in the sky. 

They hail'd again — no answer ; yet once more 

They otfer'd quarter louder than before. 

The echoes only, from the rock's rebound. 

Took their last farewell of the dying sound. 

Then flash'd the flint, and blazed the volleying flume, 

And the smoke rose between them and their aim. 

While the rock rattled with the bullets' knell. 

Which peal'd in vain, and flatten'd as they fell; 

Then flew the only answer to be given 

By those who had lost nil hope in earth or heaven. 

After the first fierce peal as they puU'd niglier. 

They heard the voice of Cliriatian shout, " Now, fire I" 

And ere the word upon the echo died. 

Two fell ; the rest assnil'd the rock's rough side. 

And, furious at the madness of their foes, 

Disdain'd all further efforts, save to close. 

But steep the crag, and all without a path. 

Each step opposed a bastion to their wrath. 

While, placed 'midst clefts the least accessible. 

Which Christian's eye was train'd to mark foil well, 

The three maintain'd a strife which must not yield. 

In spots where eagles might have chosen to build. 

Their every shot told ; while the assailant fell, 

Dnsh'd on the shingles like the limpet sheU ; 

But still enough survived, and mounted still. 

Scattering their numbers here and there, until 

Surrounded and commanded, though not nigh 

Enough for seizure, near enough to die. 

The desperate trio held aloof their fate 

But by a thread, like sharks who have gorged the bait; 

Yet to the very lost they battled well. 

And not a groan inform'd their foes win fell. 
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Christian died last — twice wounded; and once more 

Mercy was offer'd when they eaw his gore ; 

Too late for life, but not too late to die. 

With, though a hostile hand, to close his eye. 

A limb was broken, and he droup'd along 

The crag, as doth a falcon reft of young. 

The sound revived htiD, or nppear'd to wake 

Some passion which a weakly gesture spake : 

He beckon'd to the forentost, who drew nigh. 

But, aa they near'd, he rear'd liis weai>on high — 

Hia last ball had been aim'd, but from his breast 

He tore the topmost button from his vest,* 

Down the tube dasliM it, levell'd, fired, and smiled 

As his foe fell ; then, like a serpent, coU'd 

His wounded, weary form, to where the steep 

Look'd desperate as himself along the deep ; 

Cast one glance baek, and cleiichM liis hnnd, and shook 

Ilia last rage 'gainst the earth which he forsook; 

Tlien plunged : the rock below received like gbas 

His body crush'd into one gory mass. 

With scarce a shred to telt of human form, 

Or fragment for the sea-bird or the worm ; 

A fair-hair'd scalp, besmear'd with blood and weeds, 

Yet reek'd, the remnant of himself and decHls ; 

e splinters of his weapons (lo the last, 
As long as hand could hold, he held theu fast) 
Yet glitter'd, but at ciislance — liurl'd away 
To rust beneath the dew and dashing spray, 
'fhe rest wns nothing — save a life mis-spent, 
And soul— but who shall answer where it wenl? 
s to bear, not judge the de4kd; and they 
Who doom to hell, Ihemaelves are on the way, 

* In Thib&uh'a iu«HU(of Pivdcrick UMHetuodiif Pniniih tlureiiisliDgahrriUliM 
at k jouug Preochioui, who witli hii mutrcia ippgond lo l« of mm* nnk. 8< 
•sliitod ud dcKited U Pehweidiiitx ; uid afUr ■ dcipvrtU renitaaw ««■ nIakiB, 
tutTing killsd u officer, whs itMiiiirted to aeiip him aftar b* mw woiUBUd. b; tk« 
dimbaris of bit miuket loaded anlh ■ hultoit o. hia unUbnn. Ronui dnmaMimtm oa 
U* ooort-martial nund ■ gnat uil«r«t anonKnC hia jndgM^ vko vialMd to ditogmr 
Ua rtaJ RitaatioD ■■ tiCii vhigh ha offKrad to diaoloH. bnt lo (h* hmg Mtlf, lo vkaa 
be nqnealad pennuuna lo write. Thia w» refiuid. and Pr«)iiriii ttm UUd vUb 
Ibe (natdt iDdigtMtimi, tram bafllnl pnriicity nr wmi other moli**, *b^ h* 
ukdentogd that hi* rti]n«( hod h«o deniinl , 
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Unless these bullies of etoriial pains 

Are pardoa'd their bad lieart-s for their worse brains. 



The deed was over 1 All were gone or U'en, 
The fugitive, the captive, or the slain. 
Chain'd ou the deck, where once, a giillant crew, 
Tliey stood with iionour, were the wretciied few 
Survivors of the altirmish on the isle ; 
But the last rock left no surviving spoil. 
Cold Iftj they where they fill, aad weltenTig, 
While o'er tliern flapp'd the sea-birds' dewy wing. 
Now wheeling nearer from the neighbouring surge. 
And screaming high their harsh and hungry dirge : 
But calm and careless heaved the wove below. 
Eternal with unsympathetic flow; 
Far o'er its face the dolpliins sported on, 
And sprung the flying fish against the sun. 
Till its dried wing relapsed from its brief height, 
* To gather moisture for another flight. 



Twaa mora ; and Nenha, who by dawn of day 
Swam smoothly forth to catch the rising ray. 
And watch if aught approach'd the amphibious lair 
"Wiiere lay her lover, saw a sail in air : 
It flapp'd, it fill'd, and to the growing gale 
Bent its broad arch : her breath began to fail 
"With fluttering fear, her heart beat thick and high, 
"While yet a doubt sprung where its course might be- 
But no I it came not ; last and far away 
The shadow lessen'd as it clear'd the bay. 
She gazed, and flung the sea-foam from her eyes, 
To watch OS for a rainbow in the skies. 
On the horizon verged the distant deck, 
Diminish'd, dwindled to a very s])eck — 
Then vanish'd. All was ocean, all was joy ! 
Down plunged she through the cave to rouse her boy; 
Told all she had seen, and a)l she hoped, and all 
That happy love conld augur or rerali ; 
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Sprung forth again, witli Torqiiil following free 
His bounding iiereid over the broad sea ; 
Swam rouud the rock, to where a shallow cleft 
Hid the cauoe that Neulia there had left 
Drifting along the tide, without on oar, 
That eve the strangers chased them from the shore ; 
But when these vanish'd, she pursued her prow, 
Regain'd, and urged to where lliey found it now : 
Nor ever did more love and joy embark. 
Than now were wafted in that slender ark. 



Again their own shore rises on the view. 

No more polluted with a hostile hue ; 

No sullen ship lay bristling o'er the foam, 

A floating dungeon -. — all was hope and hoiue 1 

A thousand proas darted o'er the bay. 

With sounding shells, and heralded their way ; 

The chiefs came down, around the people pour*d. 

And welcomed Torquil as a son restored; 

The women throng" d, embracing and embraced 

By Neuha, asking where they Lad been chased. 

And how escaped ? The tale was told; and then 

One acclamation rent the sky again ; 

And from that hour a new tradition gave 

Their sanctuary the name of " Neuha 's Cave." 

A hundred flres, far flickering from tlie height. 

Blazed o'er the general revel of the night. 

The feast in honour of the guest, retum'd 

To peace and pitasure, perilously earu'd ; 

A night succeeded by such happy days 

As only the yet infant worR<UspIays. 







